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DEDICATION. 


TO MT TATHSB. 

When jour eyes fail npon this page of dedioa- 
tion, and yon start to see to whom it is inscribed, 
yoor first thought will be of the time far off when 
I was a child and wrote verses, and when I dedi- 
cated them to you who were my public and my 
critio. Of all that such a recollection implies of 
saddest and sweetest to both of us, it would become 
neither of us to speak before the world ; nor would 
it be possible for us to speak of it to one another, 
with voices that did not falter. Enough, that what 
is in my heart when I write thus, wfil be fiiUy 
known to yours. 

And my desire is that you, who are a witness 
how if this art of poetry had been a less earnest 
object to me, it must have fallen from exhausted 
hands before this day, — ^that you, who have shared 
with me in things bitter and sweet, softening or en- 
hancing them, every day, — that you, who hold with 
me over all sense of loss and transiency, one hope 
by one Name, — ^may accept from me the inscription 


Qigitized by LjOOQle 



6 


DEDICATION. 


of these volumes, the exponents of a few yean of 
an existence which has been sustained and com- 
forted by you as well as given. Somewhat more 
faint-hearted than I used to be, it is my fancy thus 
to seem to return to a visible personal dependence 
on you, as if indeed I were a child again ; to con- 
jure your beloved image between myself and the 
public, so as to be sure of one smile, — and to satisfy 
my heart while I sanctify my ambition, by asso 
ciating with the great pursuit of my life, its ter 
derest and holiest afEection. 


Your 

S. B. B. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


This edition, inclnding my earlier and later 
writings, 1 have endeavoured to render as little 
unworthy as possible of the indulgence of the 
public. Several poems I would willingly have 
withdrawn, if it were not almost impossible to 
extricate what has been once caught and in- 
volved in the machinery of the press. The 
alternative is a request to the generous reader 
that he may use the weakness of those earlier 
verses, which no subsequent revision has suc- 
ceeded in strengthening, less as a reproach to 
the writer, than as a means of marking some 
progress in her other attempts. 

B B. B. 
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A DRAMA OF EXILE. 


Bonn.— <mtBr Hde <tf gait qfEden thvtfcuA with eUma 

from the dopih qftohioh roooloea a oword qffiro 9dfmoved, 
Aj»am and Evu aro oom in the distance flying along the 
glare. 

LvomB, alone. 

Bbjoiob in the clefts of Gehenna, 

My exiled, my host! 

Ear& has exiles as hopeless as when a 
Heaven^s empire was lost. 

Through the seams of her shaken foundations, 
Smoke up in gp*eat joy ! 

With the smoke of your fierce exultations 
Deform and destroy I 
Smoke up with your lurid revenges, 

And darken the face 

Of the white heavens, and taunt them with changes 
From glory and grace. 

We, in fiEtlling, while destiny strangles, 

Fxj]l down with us all. 

Let them look to the rest of their angels! 

Who’s safe from a fall? 

He saves not. Where’s Adam? Can pardon 
Kequicken that sod? 

Unkinged is the King of the Garden, 

The image of Gk>d. 
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Other exiles are cast out of Eden, — 

More curse has been hurled. 

Gome up, O my locusts, and feed in 
The green of the world. 

Oome up ! we have conquered by evil. 

Good reigns not alone. 

/prevail now, and, angel or devil. 

Inherit a throne. 

[/« 9%tddm apparition a watch of innvm&rable 

rarik dboec ranic, v/p from around like gaU% is 

thsesnith. The angel Oabbibl descends, 

Luc. Hail Gabriel, the keeper of the gate I 
Now that the fruit is plucked, prince Grabriel, 

I hold that Eden is impregnable 
Under thy keeping. 

Gab. Angel of the sin, 

Such as thou standest, — ^pale in the drear light 
Which rounds therebel’s work with Maker’s wrath,— 
Thou shalt be an Idea to all souls, 

A monumental melancholy gloom 

Seen down all ages, whence to mark despair 

And measure out the distances from goo^ 

Go from us straightway. 

Luc. Wherefore? 

Gab. Lucifer, 

Thy last step in this place trod sorrow up, 

Recoil before that sorrow, if not this sword* 

Luc. Angels are in the world — ^wherefore not 1 1 
Exiles are in the world — wherefore not I? 

The cursed are in the world — wherefore not I ? 

Gaft. Depart. 

Luc. And where’s the logic of ‘ depart / 

Our lady Eve had half been satisfied 
To obey her Maker, if I had not learnt 
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To fix my postulate better. Dost thou dream 
Of guarding some monopoly in heaven 
Instead of eartli ? Why I can dream with thee 
To the length of thy wings. 

I do not dream. 

This is not Heaven, even in a dream, nor earth. 

As earth was once, first breathed among the stara^ 
Articulate glory from the mouth divine. 

To which the myriad spheres thrilled audibly 
Touched like a lute-string, and the sons of G^d 
Smd AMEN, singing it. I know that this 
Is earth not new created but new cursed— 

This, Eden^s gate not opened but built up 
With a final cloud of sunset Do I dreamt 
Alas, not so I this is the Eden lost 
By Lucifer the serpent! this the sword 
(This sword alive with Justice and with fire !) 

That smote upon the forehead, Lucifer 
The angel. Wherefore, angel, go— depart— 
Enough is sinned and suflbred. 

Luc, By no means. 

Kerens a brave earth to sin and suffer on. 

It holds fast still — ^it cracks not under curse; 

It holds like mine immortal Presently 
We’ll sow it thick enough with graves as green 
Or greener certes, than its knowledge tree — 

We’ll have the cypress for the tree of life, 

More eminent for shadow: — ^for the rest 
We’ll build it dark with towns and pyramids, 

And temples, if it please you : — ^we’ll have feasts 
And funerals also, merrymakes and wars, 

Till blood and wine shaU mix and run fdong 
Right o’er the edges. And good Gabriel, 
r Ye like that word in Heaven I) /too have strength— 


Digitized by 


Google 



16 


A DBAMA or BXILI. 


Strength to behold IHm and not worship Hiin^ 
Strength to fall from Him and not cry on Him, 
Strength to be in the nniverse and yet 
Neither Grod nor his servant. The red sign 
Bnmt on my forehead, which yon taunt me with. 
Is Gk)d’s sign that it bows not unto God, 

The potter’s mark upon his work, to show 
It rings well to the striker. 1 and the earth 
Can bear more curse. 

Gdb. O miserable earth, 

0 rained angel! 

Luc. Well, and if it be! 

I OHOSB this ruin ; I elected it 

Of my will, not of service. What 1 do, 

1 do volitlent, not obedient 

And overtop thy crown with my despair. 

My sorrow crowns me. Get thee back to Heaven, 
And leave me to the earth which is mine own 
In virtue of her min, as 1 hers 
In virtue of my revolt! turn thou from both 
That bright, impassive passive angelhood. 

And spare to read us backward any more 
Of the spent halleli\)ahs. 

Gab, Spirit of scorn, 

I might say, of unreason ! I might say. 

That who despairs, acts; that who acts, connives 
With God’s relations set in time and space ; 

That who electa, assumes a something good 
Which God made possible ; that who li^es, obeys 
The law of a Life-maker . . 

Iajlc. Let it pass. 

No more, thou Gabriel ! What if I stand up 
And strike my brow against the crystalline 
Roofing the creatures, — shall I say, for that, 
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My statare is too high for me to stand, — 
Henceforward I must sit? Sit thou. 

Gab. 1 kneel 

Lue. A heavenly answer. Get thee to thy Heaven 
And leave my earth to me. 

Gab. Through heaven and earth 

Gk>d's win moves freely, and I follow, 

As colour follows light He overflows 
The firmamental walls with deity. 

Therefore with love ; His lightnings go abroad. 

His pity may do so, His angels must, 

WheneV He gives them charges. 

Luc. Verily, 

I and my demons, who are spirits of scorn. 

Might hold this charge of standing with a sword 
Twixt man and his inheritance, as well 
As the benignest angel of you all 

Gab. Thou speakest in the shadow of thy change. 
If thou hadst gazed upon the free of God 
This morning for a moment, thou hadst known 
That only pity fitly can chakise. 

Hate but avenges. 

Luo. As it is, 1 know 

Something of pity. When 1 reeled in Heaven, 

And my sword grew too heavy for my grasp. 
Stabbing through matter, which it could not pierce 
So much as the first shell of, — toward the throne; 
WTien I fell back, down, — staring up as I fell, — 
The lightnings holding open my scathed lids, 

And that thought of the infinite of God, 

Hurled after to precipitate descent; 

When countless angel faces still and stem 
Pressed out upon me from the level heavens 
Adown the abysmal spaces, and I fell 

VOL. L — ^2 
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Trampled down by your stillness, and strudk blind 
Bj the Ettght within yonr eyes, — ^*twas then I knew 
How ye could pity, my kind angelhood! 

Gab, Alas, discrowned one, by the truth in me 
Which God keeps in me, 1 would give away 
All — save that truth and His love keeping it,-- 
To lead thee home again into the light 
And hear thy voice chant with the morning stars 
When their rays tremble round them with much song 
Sung in more gladness 1 

Lue. Sing, my Morning Star I 

Last beautiful, last heavenly, that I loved ! 

If I could drench thy golden looks with tears, 
What were it to this angel f 

GM, What love is. 

And now I have named Qod. 

Lm. Tet, Gabriel, 

By the lie in me which 1 keep myself^ 

Thou'rt a fisdse swearer. Were it otherwise, 

What dost thou here, vouchsafing tender thooghts 
To that earth-angel or earth-demon — which. 

Thou and 1 have not solved the problem yet 
Enough to argue, — that fallen Adam there, — 

That red-day and a breath! who must, forsooth, 
live in a new apocalypse of sense. 

With beauty and music waving in his trees 
And running in his rivers, to make glad 
His soul made perfect! — ^is it not for hope, 

A hope within thee deeper than thy truth. 

Of finally conducting him and his 

To fill the vacant thrones of me and mine, 

Which affront Heaven with their vacuity! 

Gab, Angel, there are no vacant thrones in Heaven 
To suit thy empty words. Glory and life 
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Fulfil their own depletions; and if GU>d 
Sighed you far from him, his next breath drew in 
A compensatiye splendour up the vast, 

Flushing the starry arteries. 

Lue. W ith a change 1 

6o, let the vacant thrones and gardens too 
Fill as may please yon I — and be pitiful, 

As ye translate that word, to the dethroned 
And exiled, man or angel The fact stands, 

That 1, the rebel, the cast out and down. 

Am here and will not go ; while there, ^ong 
The light to which ye flash the desert out, 

Flies your adopted Adam, your red-clay 
In two kinds, both being fiawed. Why, whatis this! 
Whose work is this ? Whose hand was in the work t 
Against whose hand ? In this last strife, methinka, 
I am not a fallen Angel I 

Oab, Dost thou know 

Aught of those exiles ? 

Luc. Ay: 1 know they have fled 

Silent all day along the wilderness : 

I know they wear, for burden on their backs. 

The thought of a shut gate of Paradise, 

And fiices of the marshalled cherubim 
Shining agmnst, not for them ; and I know 
They dare not look in one another’s face, — 

As if each were a cherub 1 

Golf. Dost thou know 

A ught of their future ? 

Luc. Only as much as this; 

That evil will increase and multiply 
Without a benediction. 

Odb. Nothing more f 
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Lue, Why so the angels taunt ! What should U 
more? 

Oub, Gk>d is more. 

Lm, Proving what? 

Gab. That he is Qod, 

And capable of saving. Lucifer, 

I charge thee by the solitude He kept 
Kre he created, — Cleave the earth to Qod I 

Luc. My foot is on the earth, firm as my sin. 

Gab. I charge thee by the memory of Heaven 
Ere any sin was done, — cleave earth to Qod I 

Luc. My sin is on the earth, to reign thereon. 

Gab. I charge thee by the choral song we sang, 
When up against the white shore of our feet. 

The depths of the creation swelled and brake, — 
And the new worlds, the beaded foam and flower 
Of all that coil, roared outward into space 
On thunder-edges, — Cleave the earth to God I 

Luc. My woe is on the earth, to curse thereby. 

Gab. I charge thee by that mournful Morning Star 
Which trembles .... 

Luc. Enough spoken. As the pine 

In norland forest, drops its weight of snows 
By a night’s growth, so, growing toward my ends, 

I drop thy counsels. Farewell, QabridI 
Watch out thy service ; I achieve my wilL 
And peradventure in the after years. 

When thoughtful men shall bend their spacious browi 
Upon the storm and strife seen everywhere 
To ruffle their smooth manhood and break up 
With lurid lights of intermittent hope 
Their human fear and wrong, — ^they may discern 
The heart of a lost angel in the earth. 
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CHORUS op EDEN SPIRIT 

(O^ntinff from paradise, while Adam and Evb ftp aarost the 
Sword-glare,) 

Harken, oh harken I let jour souls behind jov 
Turn gently moved I 

Our voices feel along the Dread to find you, 

O lost, beloved I 

Through the thick-shielded and strong^marshallet! 
angels, 

They press and pierce : 

Our requiems follow fast on our evangels, — 

Voice throbs in verse. 

We are but orphaned spirits left in Eden 
A time ago. 

God gave us golden cups, and we were bidden 
To feed you so. 

But now our right hand hath no cup rem a i n i n g, 

No work to do. 

The mystic hydromel is spilt, and staining 
The whole earth through. 

Most ineradicable stains, for showing 
(Not interfused I) 

That brighter colours were the world’s foregcing; 
Than shall be used. 

Harken, oh harken I ye shall harken surely 
For years and years, 

Tlie noise beside you, dripping coldly, pmely, 

Of spirits’ tears. 

Tlie yearning to a beautiful denied you. 

Shall strain your powers. 

Ideal sweetnesses shall over-glide you. 

Resumed from ours. 
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In all your mosio, onr pathetic minor 
Tonr ears shall cross ; 

And all good gifts shall mind yon of diviner. 
With sense of loss. 

We shall be near you in your poet-languors 
And wild extremes, 

What time ye vex the desert with vain angersi, 
Or mock with dreams. 

And when upon you, weary after roaming, 
Death's seal is put. 

By the foregone ye shall discern the coming, 
Through eyelids shut 
of the trees. 

Hark ! the Eden trees are stirring, 

Soft and solemn in your hearing 1 
Oak and linden, palm and fir. 

Tamarisk and Juniper, 

Each still throbbing in vibration 
Since that crowning of creation 
When the Qod-breath spake abroad, 
Let us make man like to Qod / 

And the pine stood quivering 
As the awful word went by, 

Like a vibrant music-string 
Stretched from mountain-peak to sky. 
And the platan did expand 
Slow and gradual, branch and head ; 
And the cedar's strong black shade 
Fluttered brokenly and grand. 

Grove and wood were swept aslant 
In emotion jubilant. 

Voice of the same^ hut softer. 

Which divine impulsion deaves 
In dim movements to the leaves 
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Dropt and lifted, dropt and lifted 
In the sunlight greenly sifted, — 

In the sunlight and the moonlight 
Greenly sifted through the trees. 

Ever wave the Eden trees 

In the nightlight and the noonlight, 

With a ruffling of green branches 
Shaded off to resonances, 

Never stirred by rain or breeze. 

Fare ye weU, farewell I 
The sylvan sounds, no longer audible, 

Expire at Eden’s door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
Treads out some murmur which ye heard before, 
Farewell I the trees of Eden 
Ye shall hear nevermore. 
h%ver-9piriU, 

Hark I the flow of the four rivers— 

Hark the flow I 

How the silence round you shivers, 

While our voices through it go, 

Cold and clear. 

A softer voice. 

Think a little, while ye hear, 

Of the banks 

Where the willows and the deer 
Crowd in intermingled ranks. 

As if all would drink at once 
Where the living water runs I — 

Of the fishes’ golden edges 
Flashing in and out the sedges; 

Of tlie swans on silver thrones. 

Floating down the winding streams 
With impassive eyes turned shoreward 
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And a chant of nndertonee, — 

And the lotos leaning forward 
To help them into dreams. 

Fare ye well, farewell I 
The riyer-sonnds, no longer audible, 

Expire at Eden's door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
Treads ont some murmur which ye heard before 
Fmrewell I the streams of Edeu, 

Ye shall hear nevermore. 

BirJr^pirit. 

I am the nearest nightingale 
That singeth in Eden after you; 

And I am singing loud and true. 

And sweet, — do not fail. 

1 sit upon a cypress bough, 

Close to the gate, and I fling my song 
Over the gate and through the mail 
Of the warden angels marshalled strong, « 
Over the gate and after youl 
And the warden angels let it pass, 

Because the poor brown bird, alas, 

Sings in the garden, sweet and true. 

And I build my song of high pure notes, 

Note after note, height over height, 

Till I strike the arch of the Inflnite, 

And I bridge abysmal agonies 

With strong, clear cahns of harmonies,— 

And something abides, and something floats, 
In the song which 1 sing after you. 

Fare ye well, fw^well I 
The creature-sounds, no longer audible, 

Expire at Eden’s door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
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Treads ont some cadence which ye heard before. 
Farewell 1 the birds of Eden, 

Ye shall hear nevermore. 

Flower-spirits. 

We linger, we linger, 

The last of the throng, 
like the tones of a singer 
Who loves his own song. 

We are spirit-aromas 
Of blossom and bloom. 

We call your thoughts home aa 
Ye breathe our perfume,— 

To the amaranth's splendour 
Adre on the slopes ; 

To the lily-bells tender, 

And grey heliotropes ; 

To the poppy-plains keeping 
Such dream-breath and blee 
That the angels there stepping 
Grew whiter to see : 

To the nook, set with moly, 

Ye jested one day in. 

Till your smile waxe# too holy 
And left your lips praying : 

To the rose in the bower-place, 

That dripped o’er you sleeping : 

To the asphodel flower-place. 

Ye walked ankle-deep in I 
We pluck at your raiment. 

We stroke down your hair, 

We faint in our lament 
And pine into air. 

Fare ye well, farewell'I 
The Eden scents, no longer sensible. 
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Expire at Eden’s door. 

Each footstep of your treading 
Treads out some fragrance which ye knew before 
Farewell ! the flowers of Eden, 

Ye shall smell nevermore. 

\Tk«r6 U Menea, Aoax Ofid Etb Jly on^ and never lo(A 
haek. Only a edoeedl ehadow^ ae of the dark Angel 
pasaing quioklpt 4s cast upon the Sivord^lare, 


SoKNB.~7%e eniremity of the Sword^lare. 

Adam, Pausing a moment on this outer edge 
Where the supernal sword-glare cuts in light 
The dark exterior desert, — hast thou strength, 
Beloved, to look behind us to the gate? 

3oe, Have I not strength to look up to thy face? 

Adam, W e need be strong : yon spectacle of cloud 
Which seals the gate up to the final doom. 

Is God’s seal manifest. There seem to lie 
A hundred thunders in it, dark and dead ; 

The unmolten lightnings vein it motionless ; 

And, outward from its depth, the self-moved sword 
Swings slow its awful gnomon of red fire 
From side to side, in pendulous horror slow, 

Across the stagnant, ghastly glare thrown flat. 

On the intermediate ground from that to this, 

The angelic hosts, the archangelio pomps. 

Thrones, dominations, princedoms, rank on rank, 
Rising sublimely to the feet of God, 

On either side and overhead the gate. 

Show like a glittering and sustained smoke 
Drawn to an apex. That their faces shine 
^etwixt the solemn clasping of their wings, 
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Clasped high to a silver point above their heads, — 
We only guess from hence, and not discern, 

3oe. 'rhough wewere near enongl: to see them shine, 
The shadow on thy face were awfuller, 

To me, at least, — to me — ^than all their light. 

Adam. What is this. Eve ? thou droppest heavily 
In a heap eartnward, and thy body heaves 
Under the golden floodings of thine hair! 

Ene, O Adam. Adaml by that name of Eve — 
Thine Eve, thy life — which suits me little now, 
Seeing that I now confess myself thy death . 

And thine undoer, as the snake was mine,-— 

I do adjure thee, put me straight away, 

Together with my name. Sweet, punish mel 
O Love, be just 1 and, ere we pass beyond 
The light cast outward by the fiery sword, 

Into the dark which earth must be to us. 

Bruise my head with thy foot, — as the curse said 
My seed shall the first tempter's I strike with ouraj^ 
As God struck in the garden I and as he. 

Being satisfied with justice and with wrath, 

Did roll His thunder gentler at the close, 

Thou, peradventure, may’st at last recoil 
To some soft need of mercy. Strike my lordl 
/, also, after tempting, writhe on the ground, 

And I would feed on ashes from thine hand. 

As suits me, O my tempted! 

Adam, My beloved. 

Mine Eve and life — I have no other name ^ 

For thee or for the sun than what ye are. 

My utter life and light! If we have fallen. 

It is that we have sinned, — we : God is jnst , 

And, since His curse doth comprehend us both, 

It must be that His balance holds the wrigLts 
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Of first aad last sin on a level. What! 

SUaU I who had not virtue to stand straight 
Among the hills of Eden, here assume 
To mend the justice of the perfect God, 

Bj piling up a curse upon His curse. 

Against thee — ^thee — 

Eve. For so, perchance, thy God 

Might take thee into grace for scorning me ; 

Thy wrath against the sinnei giving proof 
Of Inward abrogation of the sin. 

And so, the blessed angels might come down 
And walk with thee as erst, — I think they would,— 
Because 1 was not near to make them sad 
Or soil the rustling of their innocence. 

Adam. They know me. I am deepest in the gail^ 
If last in the transgression. 

Eoe. Thou! 

Adam. If God, 

Who gave the right and joyaunce of the world 
Both unto thee and me, — gave thee to me. 

The best gift last, the last sin was the worst, 

Which sinned against more complement of gifb 
And grace of giving. God! I render back 
Strong benediction and perpetual praise 
From mortal feeble lips (as incense-smoke, 

Out of a little censer, may fill heaven). 

That Thou, in striking my benumbed ban: 

And forcing them to drop all other boons 
Of beauty and dominion and delight, — 

Hast left this well-beloved Eve, this life 
Within life, this best gift between their paliiu^ 

In gracious compensation I 

Eve. Is it thy voice! 

Or some saluting angel’s— calling home 
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My feet into the garden ? 

Adorn. O my God ! 

I, standing here between the glory and dark,-* 
„The glory of thy wrath projected forth 
From Eden's wall, the dark of our distress 
Which settles a step off in that drear world — 

Lift up to Thee the hands from whence hath fallen 
Only creation’s sceptre, — thanking Thee 
That rather Thou hast cast me out with her 
Than left me lorn of her in paradise. 

With angel looks and angel songs aronnd 
To show the absence of her eyes and voice, 

And make society foU desertness 
Without her use in comfort I 
Eoe. Where is loss? 

Am I in Eden? can another speak 
Mine own love’s tongue I 
Adam, Because with 4sr, I stand 

Upright, as far as can be in this fall, 

And look away from heaven which doth accuse, 
And look away from earth which doth convict, 
Into her face, and crown my discrowned brow 
Out of her love, and put the thought of her 
Around me, for an Eden full of birds, 

And lift her body up— thus — ^to my heart, 

And with my lips upon her lips, — ^thus, thus,— 

Do quicken and sublimate my mortal breath 
Which cannot climb against the grave’s steep aides 
But overtops this grief I 
Boe, I am renewed. 

My eyes grow with the light which is in thine; 
The silence of my heart is full of sound. 

Hold me up — so l Because I comprehend 
This human love, I shall not be afraid 
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Of anj Lmnan death ; and jet because 
I know this strength of love, I seem to know 
Death's strength bj that same sign. Kiss on m j lip^ 
To shot the door close on mj rising sool, — 

Lest it pass outwards in astonishment 
And leave thee lonelj. 

Adam, Yet thou liest, Eve, 

Bent heavily on thyself across mine arm, 

Thy face flat to the sky. 

3oe. Ay I and the tears 

Running, as it might seem, my life from me, 

They run so fast and warm. Let me lie so. 

And weep so, as if in a dream or prayer. 
Unfastening, clasp by clasp, the hard, tight thought 
Which clipped my heart and showed me evermore 
Loathed of thy justice as I loathe the snt^e, 

And as the pure ones loathe our sin. To-day, 

All day, beloved, as we fled across 
This desolating radiance cast by swords 
Not suns, — ^my lips prayed soundless to myself^ 
Striking against each other — ‘ O Lord God I’ 
(’Twas so I prayed) ‘ I ask Thee by my sin, 

‘ And by thy curse, and by thy blameless heaven% 

‘ Make dreadful haste to hide me from thy face 
‘ And from the face of my beloved here 
‘ For whom I am no helpmeet, quick away 
‘ Into the new dark mystery of death 1 
*I will lie still there, I will make no plaint, 

‘I will not sigh, nor sob, nor speak a word, 

‘ Nor struggle to come back beneath the sun 
‘ Where peradventure I might sin anew 
‘ Against Thy mercy and his pleasure. Death, 

‘ Oh death, whatever it be, is good enough 
‘For such as I am. — While for Adam here 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 


A DRAMA OF BZILB. 


31 


'No voice shall say again, in heaven or earth, 

'/i w not good for him to he alone' 

Adam. And was it good for such a i)rayer to pass 
My unkind Eve, betwixt our mutual lives ? 

If I am exiled, must I be bereaved ? 

Eve, Twas an ill prayer: it shall be prayed no more; 
And God did use it like a foolishness, 

Giving no answer. Now my heart has grown 
Too higli and strong for such a foolish prayer; 
Love makes it strong : and since I was the first 
In the transgression, with a steady foot 
I will be the first to tread from this sword-glare 
Intc the outer darkness of the waste, — 

And thus I do it. 

Adam. Thus I follow tnee, 

As ere while in the sin. — What sounds I what sounds I 
I feel a music which comes straight from Heaven, 
As tender as a watering dew. 

Bee. I think 

That angels — not those guarding Paradise,— 

But the love-angels, who came erst to 
And when we said ‘God,’ fainted unawares 
Back from our mortal presence unto God, 

(As if He drew them inward in a breath) 

His name being heard of them, — 1 think that thej 
M'ith sliding voices lean from heavenly towers, 
Invisible but gricious. Hark — how soft! 
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CHORUS OF INVISIBLE ANGEL8L 
fcdnt and Under. 

Mortal man and woman^ 

Go upon your travel I 
Heaven assist the human 
Smoothly to unravel 
All that web of pain 
Wherein ye are holden. 

Do ye know our voices 
Chanting down the Golden ? 

Do ye guess our choice is, 

Being unbeholden, 

To be harkened by you yet again f 

This pure door of opal 
God hath shut between us,— 

Us, his shining people, 

You, who once have seen us 
And are blinded new I 
Yet, across the doorway, 

Past the silence reaching. 

Farewells evermore may, 

Blessing in the teaching. 

Glide from us to you. 

Wmt semiehorus. 

Think liow erst your Eden, 

Day on day succeeding. 

With our presence glowed, 

We came os if the Heavens were bowed 
To a milder music rare. 

Ye saw us in our solemn treading. 
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Treading down the steps of cloud, 
While our wings outspreading 
Double calms of whiteness, 
Dropped superfluous brightness 
Down from stair to stair. 

Second semichorue. 

Or oft, abrupt though tender, 

While ye gazed on space, 

We flashed our angel-splendour 
In either human face. 

With mystic lilies in our hands, 

From the atmospheric bands 
Breaking with a sudden grace, 

We took you unaware I 
While our feet struck glories 
Outward, smooth and fair. 

Which we stood on floorwise, 
Platformed in mid air. 

First semichorus. 

Or oft, when Heaven-descended, 
Stood we in your wondering sight 
In a mute apocalypse I 
With dumb vibrations on our lips 
From hosannas ended, 

And grand hidf-vanishings 
Of the empyreal things 
Within our eyes belated, 

Till the heavenly Infinite 
Falling off from the Created, 

Left our inward contemplatioii 
Opened into ministration. 

Chorus, 

Then upon our axle turning 
Of great joy to sympathy, 

VOL 
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We sang ont the morning 
Broadening np the sky. 

Or we drew 
Our music through 

The noontide’s hush and heat and 8hiiie« 
Informed with our intense Divine I 
Interrupted vital noi/es 
Palpitating hither, thither, 

Burning out into the aether. 

Sensible like fiery motes. 

Or, whenever twilight drifted 
Through the cedar masses, 

The globed sun we lifted, 

Trailing purple, trailing gold 
Out between the passes 
Of the mountains manifold. 

To anthems slowly sung I 
While he, aweary, half in swoon 
For joy to hear our climbing tune 
Transpierce the stars’ concentric rings, — 

Ilie burden of his glory flung 
In broken lights upon our wings. 

[ The chant dUe away eonfueedlyy and Lvcirb a/ppeara, 

Luc, How may all fruits be pleasant to thy lips, 
Beautiful Eve I The times have somewhat cJ^nged 
Since thou and I had talk beneath a tree, 

Albeit ye are not gods yet. 

Eve. Adam I hold 

Jfy right hand strongly. It is Lucifer — 

And we have love to lose. 

Adam. T the name of Gk)d, 

Go apart from us, O thou Lucifer I 
^.nd leave us to the desert thou hast made 
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Out of thy treason. Bring no serpentHslime 
Athwart this path kept holy to onr tears, 

Or we may curse thee with their bitterness, 

ZtttJ. Curse freely! curses thicken. Why, this Eve^ 
Who thought me once part worthy of her ear 
And somewhat wiser than the other beasts, — 
Drawing together her large globes of eyes, 

The light of which is throbbing in and out 
Their steadfast continuity of gaze, — 

Knots her fair eyebrows in so hard a knot. 

And down from her white heights of womanhood 
Looks on me so amazed, — scarce should fear 
To wager such an apple as she plucked, 

Against one riper from the tree of life, 

That she could curse too>^as a woman may-** 
Smooth in the vowels. 

Eve. So— speak wickedly! 

I like it best so. Let thy words be wounds,— 

For, so, I shall not fear thy power to hurt. 

Trench on the forms of good by open ill — 

For, so, I shall wax strong and grand with soom, 
Scorning myself for ever trusting thee 
As far as thinking, ere a snake ate dust, 

He could speak wisdom. 

Luc. Our new gods, it seeina, 

Deal more in thunders than in courtesies. 

And, sooth, mine own Olympus, which anon 
I shall build up to loud-voiced imagery 
From all the wandering visions of the world, 

May show worse railing than our lady Eve 
Pours o’er the rounding of her argent arm. 

But why should this be ? Adam pardoned Eve. 

Adam. Adam loved Eve. Jehovah pardon botSk 

. Eve. Adam forgave Eve — ^because loving Eve. 
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Zuc, So, well. Yet Adam was nndone of Eve, 
As both were by the snake. Therefore forgive, 

In like wise, fellow-temptress, the poor snake^ 
Who stung there not so poorly ! [Asids 

Eve, Hold thy wrath, 

Beloved Adam I let me answer him : 

For this time he speaks truth, which we should hear 
And asks for mercy, which I most should grant, 

In like wise, as he tells us — ^in like wise I 
And therefore I thee pardon, Lucifer, 

As freely as the streams of Eden flowed 
When we were happy by them. So, depart; 

Leave us to walk the remnant of our time 
Out mildly in the desert. Do not seek 
To harm us any more or scoff at us 
Or ere the dust be laid upon our face 
To find there the communion of the dust 
And issue of the dust. — Go. 

Adorn, At once, go. 

Luc, Forgive I and go I Ye images of clay, 
Shrunk somewhat in the mould, — what jest is this! 
What words are these to use? By what a thought 
Conceive ye of me? Yesterday — a snake I 
To-day — what ? 

Adam, A strong spirit 

Eve. A sad spirit. 

Adam, Perhaps a fallen angel. — Who shall say\ 
Lue, Who told thee, Adam ? 

Adam. Thou I The prodigy 

Of thy vast brows and melancholy eyes 
Which comprehend the heights of some great fall * 
I think that thou hast one day worn a crown 
Under the eyes of Gk»d. 

Im. And why of God! 
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Adam, It were no crown else. Verilj I think 
Tliou’rt fallen far. I had not yesterday 
8aid it so sarely, but I know to-day 
Grief by grief, sin by sin ! 

Luc, A crown, by a crown. 

Adam, Aj^ mock me I now I know more than 1 
knew: 

N'ow I know thou art fallen below hope 
Of final re-ascent. 

Lue, Because ? 

Adam Because 

A spirit who expected to see God 
Though at the last point of a million yeanii 
Could dare no mockery of a ruined man 
Such as this Adam. 

Lite, Who is high and bold— 

Be it said passing 1— of a good red clay 
Discovered on some top of Lebanon, 

Or haply of Aornus, beyond sweep 

Of the black eagle’s wing ! A furlong lower 

Had made a meeker king for Eden. Soh 1 

Is it not possible, by sin and grief 

(Togivethe things your names) that spirits should rifi 

Instead of falling ? 

Adam. Most impossible. 

The Highest being the Holy and the Glad, 

Whoever rises must approach delight 
And sanctity in the act. 

Luc. Ha, my clay-king I 

Thou wilt not rule by wisdom very long 
The after generations. Earth, methinks, 

Will disinherit thy philosophy 

For a new doctrine suited to thine heirs, 

And class these present dogmas with the rest 
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Of the old-world traditions, Eden frnita 
And Saurian fossils. 

Eve. Speak no more with him, 

Beloved 1 it is not good to speak with him. 

Go from us, Lucifer, and speak no more ! 

We have no pardon which thou dost not sooniy 
Nor any bless, thou seest, for coveting. 

Nor innocence for staining. Being bereft, 

We would be alone. — Go. 

Luc. Ah 1 ye talk the sam«^ 

All of you — spirits and clay — ^go, and depart I 
In Heaven they said so ; and at Eden’s gate, — 
And here, reiterant, in the wilderness. 

None saitii, Stay with me, for thy face is fair I 
None saith, Stay with me, for thy voice is sweet I 
And yet I was not fashioned out of clay. 

Look on me, woman I Am I beautiful ? 

Eve. Thou hast a glorious darkness. 

Luc. Nothing more I 

Eve. I think, no more. 

Luc. False Heart — ^thou thinkest more I 

Thou canst not choose but think, as I praise God, 
Unwillingly but fully, that I stand 
Most absolute in beauty. As yourselves 
Were fashioned very good at best, so we 
Sprang very beauteous from the creant Word 
Which thrilled behind us, God Himself being moved 
Whm that august work of a perfect shape 
llis dignities of sovran angel-hood 
Swept out into the Universe, — divine 
With thunderous movements earnest looks of godi^ 
And silver-solemn clash of cymbal wings 1 
Whereof was I, in motion and in form, 

A part not poorest. And yet, — ^yet, perhaps, 
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This beanty which I speak of, is not here, 

As Gtod’s voice is not here, nor even my crown— 

I do not know. What is this thought or thing 
Which I call beauty? is it thought, or thing? 

Is it a thought accepted for a thing ? 

Or both ? or neither ? — a pretext — a word ? 

Its meaning flutters in me like a flame 
Under my own breath : my perceptions reel 
For evermore around it, and fall ofl^ 

As if it too were holy. 

Eve. Which it is. 

Adam. The essence of all beauty, I call Ic ve. 

The attribute, the evidence, and end. 

The consummation to the inward sense, 

Of beauty apprehended from without, 

I still caU love. As form, when colourless, 

Is nothing to the eye, — ^that pine-tree there. 
Without its black fmd green, being all a blank,— 
So, without love, is beauty undiscerned 
In man or angel. Angel 1 rather ask 
What love is in thee, what love moves to thee, 
And what collateral love moves on with thee ; 
Then shalt thou know if thou art beautiful. 

Luc. Love 1 what is love ? I lose it. Beauty andlovf 
I darken to the image. Beauty—love 1 

{HefadeBoway^whiUalovimnHoeoundA 

Adam. Thou art pale, Eve. 

Eve. The precipice of ill 

Down this colossal nature, dizzies me — 

And hark! the starry harmony remote 

Seems measuring the heights from whence be fell. 

Adam. Think that we have not fallen so. By tits 
hooe 
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And aspiration, hj the love and faith, 

We do exceed the statnre of this angel. 

Eve, Happier we are than he is, by the death. 
Adam, Or rather, by the life of the Lord God I 
How dim the angel grows, as if that blast 
Of music swept him back into the dark. 

{T%6 music ia sircnger^ gathering iUtHf into WMOtiatm 
aritoulaUon. 

Eve, It throbs in on ns like a plaintive heart. 
Pressing, with slow pulsations, vibrative. 

Its gradual sweetness through the yielding air, 

To such expressions as the stars may use, 

Most starry-sweet and strange I With every note 
That grows more loud, the angel grows more dim. 
Receding in proportion to approach, 

Until he stand afar, — a shade. 

Adam. Now, words. 

SONG OF THE MORNING STAR TO LUCIFER, 

HcJOdcs utterig away and vanishes, as U proeeode. 

Mine orbSd image sinks 
Back from thee, back from thee, 

As thou art fallen, methinks. 

Back from me, back from me. 

O my light-bearer. 

Could another fairer 
Lack to thee, lack to thee ? 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros 1 
I loved thee with the fiery love of stars 
Who love by burning, and by loving move^ 

Too near the throned Jehovah not to love. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros 1 
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Their broirs flash fast on me from gliding cars. 
Pale-passioned for mj loss. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros I 

Mine orbed heats drop cold 
Down from thee, down from thee^ 

As fell thy grace of old 
Down from me, down from me. 

O my light-bearer. 

Is another fairer 
Won to thee, won to thee? 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros, 

Great love preceded loss, 

Znown to thee, known to ^ee. 

Ah, ah I 

Thon, breathing thy communicable grace 
Of life into my light, 

Mine astral faces, from thine angel face, 

Hast inly fed. 

And flooded me with radiance oyermuch 
Prom thy pure height. 

Ah,ahl 

Thou, with calm, floating pinions both ways spread 
Erect, irradiated. 

Didst sting my wheel of glory 
On, on before thee 

Along the Godlight by a quickening touch! 

Ha, ha! 

Around, around the flrmamental ocean 

1 swam expanding with delirious flrel 

Around, around, around, in blind desire 

To be drawn upward to the Infinite— 

Ha, hal 
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Until, the motion flinging ont the motion 
To a keen whirl of passicm and aviditj, 

To a dim whirl of langnor and delight, 

I wound in girant orbits smooth and white 
With that intense rapiditj. 

Around, around, 

I wound and interwound, 

While all the cyclic heavens about me spun. 
Stars, planets, suns, and moons dilated broad. 
Then flashed together into a single sun, 

And wound, and wound in one, 

And as they wound I wound, — around, around, 
In a great Are I almost took for God ! 

Ha, ha, Heosphoros ! 

Thine angel glory sinks 
Down from me, down from me— 

Hy beauty falls, methinks, 

Down from thee, down from thee I 
O my light-bearer, 

O my path-preparer. 

Gone from me, gone from me I 
Ah, ah, Heosphoros I 
I cannot kindle underneath the brow 
Of tills new angel here, who is not Thom 
All things are altered since that time ago,— 
And if 1 shine at eve, I shall not know. 

I am strange — am slow. 

Ah, ah, Heosphoros I 
Henceforward, human eyes of lovers be 
The only sweetest sight that I shall see. 

With tears between the looks raised up to mm 
Ah, ah! 
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When, haying wrept all night, at break of day 
Above the folded hills they ^all sarvey 
M!y light) a little trembling, in the grey. 

Ah,ahl 

And gazing on me, snch shall comprehend, 
Throngh all my piteous pomp at mom or even 
And melancholy leaning out of heaven, 

That love, their own divine, may change or end* 
That love may close in loss ! 

Ah, ah, Heosphorosl 


f^amnir^Farihm^ on. A wUd &pm etmtaty ssm 9agu^ *m 
ike approaehinff night 

Adam, How doth the wide and melancholy earth 
Gather her hills around us, grey and ghast. 

And stare with blank significance of loss 
Right in our faces t Is the wind up ? 

Nay. 

Adam, And yet the cedars and the junipers 
Rock slowly through the mist, without a sound, 
And shapes which have no certainty of shape 
Drift duskly in and out between the pines, 

And loom along the edges of the hills, 

And lie flat, curdling in the open ground — 
Shadows without a body, which contract 
And lengthen as we gaze on them. 

O life 

Which is not man’s nor angel’s I What is this ? 

Adam. No cause for fear. The circle of Glod’s life 
Oontains all life beside. 

Bca, I think the earth 

b crazed with curse, and wanders from ^he sense 
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Of those first laws afSxed to form and space 
Or ever she knew sin. 

Adam. We will not fear : 

We were brave sinning. 

Yea, I pinched the fruit 
With eyes uptnmed to heaven and seeing there 
Uor god-thrones, as the tempter said, — not Gh>n. 
My heart, which beat then, sinks. The snn hath sunk 
Out of sight with onr Eden. 

Adam. E’ight is near. 

Eoe. And Gk>d*s curse, nearest. Let us travel back 
And stand within the sword-glare till we die, 
Believing it is better to meet death 
Than suffer desolation. 

Adam. Nay, beloved! 

We must not pluck death from the Maker’s hapd, 
As erst we plucked the apple : we must wait 
Until He gives death as He gave us life, 

Nor murmur faintly o’er the primal gift 
Because we spoilt its sweetness with our sin. 

Boe. Ah, ah ! dost thou discern what I beho^i f 
Adam. I see alL How the spirits in thine ey>ea 
From their dilated orbits bound before 
To meet the spectral Dread! 

Eoe. I am afrmd — 

Ah, ah ! the twilight bristles wild with shapes 
Of intermittent motion, aspect vague 
And mystic bearings, whi^ o’eroreep the eart>\ 
Keeping slow time with horrors in the blood. 

How near they reach . . . and far 1 How grey they 
move — 

Treading upon the darkness without feet. 

And fluttering on the darkness without wings I 
Borne run like dogs, with noses to the ground; 
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Some keep one path, like sheep; some rock like trees; 
Some glide like a fallen leaf: and some flow on 
Oopious as rivers. 

Ad-am, Some spring up like lire — 

And some coil* ... 

Eoe, Ah, ah! dost thou pause to sa^ 

like what? — coil like the serpent, when he fell 
From all the emerald splendour of his height 
And writhed, and cotld not climb against the curses 
Not a ring's length. 1 am afraid — ^aflraid— 

I think it is God's will to make me afraid, — 
Permitting thbsx to haunt us in the place 
Of His beloved angels — gone from us 
Because we are not pure. Dear Pity of God, 

That didst permit the angels to go home 
And live no more with us who are not pure, 

Save too from a loathly company — 

Almost as loathly in our eyes, perhaps, 

As are in the purest! Pity us — 

Us too ! nor shut us in the dark, away 
From verity and from stability. 

Or what we name such through the precedence 
Of earth's adjusted uses, — leave us not 
To doubt betwixt our senses and our souls, 

Which are the more distraught and full of pain 
And weak of apprehension. 

Adam, Oourage, Sweet! 

The mystic shapes ebb back from us, and drop 
With dow concentric movement, each on eaoh^« 
Expressing wider spaces, — and collapsed 
In lines more definite for imagery 
And clearer for relation, till the throng 
Of shapeless spectra merge into a few 
DistLoguishable phantasms vague and giind 
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Which sweep out and around us vastily 
And hold us in a circle and a calm. 

Eoe. Strange phantasms of pale shadow I there 
are twelve. 

Thou who didst name all lives, hast names for these? 

Adam, Methinks this is the zodiac of the earth, 
Which rounds us with a visionary dread, 
Responding with twelve shad jwy signs of earth, 

In fantasque apposition and approach, 

To those celestial, constellated twelve 
Which palpitate adown the silent nights 
Under ^e pressure of the hand of God 
Stretched wide in benediction. At this hour. 

Not a star pricketh the flat gloom of heaven I 
But, girdling close our nether wilderness, 

The zodiac-figures of the earth loom slow,— 
Drawn out, as suiteth with the place and time. 

In twelve colossal shades instead of stars, 

Through which the ecliptic line of mystery 
Strikes bleakly with an unrelenting scope. 
Foreshadowing life and death. 

Eve, By dream or senses 

Do we see this ? 

Adam. Our spirits have climbed high 

By reason of the passion of our grief, 

Aiid, from the top of sense, looked over sense. 

To the significance and heart of things 
Bather than things themselves. 

Eoe. And the dim twelve • 

Adam. Are dim ezpcnents of the creature-life 
As earth contains it Gaze on them, beloved I 
By stricter apprehension of the sight, 

Suggestions of the creatures shall assuage 
Hie terror of the shadows, — what is known 
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Subduing die unknown and taming it 

From all prodigious dread. That phantasm, therein 

Presents a lion, albeit twenty times 

As large as any lion — with a roar 

Set soundless in his vibratory jaws, 

And a strange horror stirring in his mane. 

And, there, a pendulous shadow seems to weigh-- 
Good against ill, perchance ; and there a crab 
Puts coldly out its gradual shadow-claws. 

Like a slow blot that spreads, — ^till all the ground, 
Crawled over by it, seems to crawl itself. 

A bull stands horned here with gibbous glooms; 
And a ram likewise 1 and a scorpion writhes 
Its tail in ghastly slime and stings the dark. 

This way a goat leaps with wild blank of beard; 
And here, fantastic fishes duskly float, 

Using the calm for waters, while their fins 
Throb out quick rhythms along the shallow air. 
While images more human 

Eve. How he stands. 

That phantasm of a man — who is not thou ! 

Two phantasms of two men I 

Adam, One that sustains, 

And one that strives, — ^resuming, so, the ends 
Of manhood^s curse of labour.’*' Dost thou see 
That phantasm of a woman? — 

Exe, I have seen, 

* Adam reoogmizes In AgiuzHv-^^ the water-bearer, and Sagiu 
tariua, the archer, diatlnct types of the man bearing and the man 
combating,— the passive and active forma of human labour. 1 
hope that the preceding zodiacal signs— transferred to the earthly 
shadow and representative purpose — of Aries, Taurna, Cannier, 
Leo, Libra, Scor[)io, Capricorn us, and Pisces, are sufflcioutly Ob' 
vious to the reader. 
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Bat L^ok off to those small humanities* 

Which draw me tenderly across my fear,— 

Lesser and fainter than my womanhood 
Or yet thy manhood — with strange innooeni e 
Set in the misty lines of head and hand, 

They lean together I I would gaze on them 
Longer and longer, till my watching eyes, 

As the stars do in watching anything, 

Should light them forward from their outline vague 
To clear configuration — 

[2W spirits, of organic and inorganic nature ariw from 
the ground. 

But what Shapes 

Rise up between us in the open space, 

And thrust me into horror back from hope ! 

Adam, Colossal Shapes — ^twin sovran images, 
With a disconsolate, blank m^esty 
Set in their wondrous faces! with no look, 

And yet an aspect — a significance 
Of individual life and passionate ends. 

Which overcomes us gazing. 

O bleak sound, 

O shadow of sound, O phantasm of thin sound I 
How it comes, wheeling as the pale moth wheels 
Wheeling and wheeling in continuous wail 
Around the cyclic zodiac, and gains force, 

And gathers, settling coldly, like a moth, 

On the wan faces of these images 
We see before us, — whereby modified. 

It draws a straight line of articulate song 
From out that spiral faintness of lament. 

And, by one voice, expresses many griefs. 

* Tier maternal instinct is excited by Gomimn, 
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First 

f am the spirit of the harmless earth. 

God spake me softly out among tlie stars, 

'As softly as a blessing of much worth ; 

And then, His smile did follow unawares, 

That all things fashioned so for use and duty 
Might shine anointed with His chrism of beauty-* 
Yet I wail I 

I drave on with the worlds exultingly, 

Obliquely down the Godlight’s gradual fall; 
Individual aspect and complexity 
Of giratory orb and interval 
Lost in the fluent motion of delight 
Toward the high ends of Being beyond sight— 

Yet 1 wail I 

Second Spirit, 

I am the spirit of the harmless beasts, 

Of flying things, and creeping things, and swim- 
ming; 

Of all the lives, erst set at silent feasts. 

That found the love-kiss on the goblet brimming, 
And tasted in each drop within the measure 
The sweetest pleasure of their Lord’s good pleasure— 
Yet I wail I 

What a full hum of life around His lips 
Bore witness to the fulness of creation 1 
How all the grand words were full-laden ships 
Each sailing onward from enunciation 
To separate existence, — and each bearing 
The creature’s power of joying, hoping, fearing I 
Yet I wail I 

Eve, They wail, beloved 1 they speak of glory and 
God, 

And they wail — wail. That burden of the song 
VOL I — 4 
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Drops from it like its fruit, and hearilj fUls 
Into the lap of silence. 

Adam, Hark, again 1 

First Spirit, 

I was so beautiful, so beautiful, 

My joy stood up within me bold to add 
\ word to God’s, — and, when His work was ftiU, 
To ‘ very good,’ responded ‘ very glad I’ 

Filtered through roses, did the light inclose me, 
And bunches of the grape swam blue across me^ 
Yet I wail I 

Second, Spirit, 

I bounded with my panthers I I rejoiced 
In my young tumbling lions rolled together I 
My stag, the river at his fetlocks, poised 
Thendippedhis antlersthroughthe golden weathei 
In the same ripple which the alligator 
Left, in his joyous troubling of the water— 

Yet I wail I 

First Spirit, 

O my deep waters, cataract and flood, 

What wordless triumph did your voices render I 
O mountain-summits, where the angels stood 
And sh'H)k from head and wing thick dews of 
splendour I 

How, with a holy quiet, did your Earthy 
Accept that Heavenly, knowing ye were worthy ! 
Yet I wail I 

Second Spirit, 

O my wild wood-dogs, with your listening eyes ! 

My horses — my ground-eagles, for swift fleeing I 
My birds, with viewless wings of harmonies. 

My calm cold fishes of a silver being, 
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ilow' happj were je, living and possessing, 

D fair half-soals capacious of full blessing t 
Yet I wail I 

Fint /Spirit, 

[ wail, I wail 1 Now hear my charge to-day, 

Thou man, thou woman, marked as the mi^oeri 
By God’s sword at your backs 1 I lent my clay 
To make your bodies, which had grown more 
flowers : 

And now, in change for what I lent, ye give me 
The thorn to vex, the tempest-fire to cleave me — 
And I wan I 

Second Spirit, 

I wail, I wail I Behold ye that I fasten 
My sorrow’s fang upon your souls dishonoured? 
Accursed transgressors I down the steep ye hasten— 
Your crown’s weight on the world, to drag it down* 
ward 

Unto your ruin. Lo I my lions, scenting 
The blood of wars, roar hoarse and unrelenting— 
And I wail! 

First Spirit, 

I wail, I wail I Do you hear that I wail ? 

I had no part in your transgression — ^none. 

My roses on the bough did bud not pale. 

My rivers did not loiter in the sun ; 

/ was obedient. Wherefore in my centre 
Do I thrill at this curse of death and winter 
Do I wail ? 

Second Spirit, 

I wail, I wail! 1 wall in the assault 
Of undeserved perdition, sorely wounded 1 
My nightingale sang sweet without a faulty 
My gentle leopards innocently bounded. 
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We were obedient. Wbat is this convnlaes 
Our blameless life with pangs and fever pulses? 
And I wail I 

Eee, I choose God’s thunder and His angels’ swords 
To die by, Adam, rather than such words. 

Let us pass out and flee. 

Adam, We cannot flee. 

This zodiac of the creatures’ cruelty 
Curls round us, like a river cold and drear. 

And shuts us in, constraining us to hear. 

First Spirit, 

I feel your steps, O wandering sinners, strike 
A sense of death to me, and xmdug graves ! 

The heart of earth, once calm, is trembling like 
The ragged foam along the ocean-waves : 

The restless earthquakes rock against each other ; 
The elements moan ’round me— ^Mother, mother P— 
And I waUl 

Second Spirit, 

Your melancholy looks do pierce me through ; 

Corruption swathes the paleness of your beauty. 
Why have ye done this thing ? What did we do 
Tliat we should fall from bliss as ye from duty ? 
Wild shriek the hawks, in waiting for their jesses, 
Slcrce howl the wolves along the wildernesses — 
And 1 wail I 

Adam, To thee, the Spirit of the harmless ^arth. 
To thee, the Spirit of earth’s harmless lives, 
Inferior creatures but still innocent, 

Be salutation from a guilty mouth 

Yet worthy of some audience and resx>eet 

From you who are not guilty. If we have sinned, 

God hath rebuked us, who is over us 

To give rebuke or death, and if yo wail 
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Because of any suffering from our sin, 

Ye who are under and not over us, 

, Be satisfied with God, if not with us, 

And pass out from our presence in such peace 
As we have left you, to enjoy revenge 
Such as the Heavens have made you. Verily, 
There must be strife between us, large as sin. 

Eoe, No strife, mine Adam I Let us not stand high 
Upon the wrong we did to reach disdain, 

Who rather should be humbler evermore 
Since self-made sadder. Adam I shall I speak — 

I who spake once to such a bitter end — 

Shall I speak humbly now, who once was proud? 

I, schooled by sin to more humility 

Than thou hast, 0 mine Adam, O my king — 

My king, if not the world’s? 

Adam. Speak as thou wilt 

Moe. Thus, then — ^my hand in thine — 

• . . . Sweet, dreadful Spirits I 
I pray you humbly in the name of God, 

Not to say of these tears, which are impure — 
Grant me such pardoning grace as can go forth 
From clean volitions toward a spotted will, 

From the wronged to the wronger, this and no morer 
I do not ask more. 1 am ’ware, indeed, 

That absolute pardon is impossible 
From you to me, by reason of my sin,— 

And that I cannot evermore, as once. 

With worthy acceptation of pure joy. 

Behold the trances of the holy hills 
Beneath the leaning stars, or watch the vales 
Dew-pallid with their morning ecstasy,— 

Or hear the winds make pastoral peace between 
Two grassy uplands, — and the river-wells 
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Work out their bubbling mysteries under ground, - 
And all the birds sing, till for joy of song, 

They lift their trembling wings as if to heave 
The too-much weight of music from their heart 
And float it up the aether. 1 am ’ware 
That these things I can no more apprehend 
With a pure organ into a full delight, — 

The sense of beauty and of melody 
Being no more aided in me by the sense 
Of personal adjustment to those heights 
Of what I see well-formed or hear well-tuned, 

But raither coupled darkly and made ashamed 
By my percipiency of sin and faU 
In melancholy of humiliant thoughts. 

But oh 1 fair, dreadful Spirits — albeit this 
Your accusation must confront my soul, 

And your pathetic utterance and full gaze 
Must evermore subdue me, be content — 

Conquer me gently — as if pitying me, 

Kot to say loving 1 let my tears fall thick 
As watering dews of Eden, unreproached ; 

And when your tongues reprove me, make me smooth, 
Not ruffled — smooth and still with your reproofi 
And peradventure better while more sad. 

For look to it, sweet Spirits, look well to it, 

It will not be amiss in you who kept 
The law of your own righteousness, and keep 
The right of your own griefs to mourn themselves,— 
To pity me twice fallen, from that, and this, 

From joy of place, and also right of wail, 

‘I wail’ being not for me — only ‘I sin.’ 

Look to it, O sweet Spirits 1 — 

For was I not, 

At that last sunset seen in Paradise. 
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A' hen all the westering clouds flashed out in thronga 
Of sudden angel-faces, face by face, 

All hushed and solemn, as a thought of God 
Held them suspended, — was I not, that hou^^ 

The lady of the world, princess of life, 

Mistress of feast and favour? Could I touch 
A rose with my white hand, but it became 
Redder at once ? Could I walk leisurely 
Along our swarded garden, but the grass 
Tracked me with greenness? Could I stand aside 
A moment underneath a cornel-tree. 

But all the leaves did tremble as alive 
With songs of fifty birds who were made glad 
Because I stood there ? Could I turn to look 
With these twain eyes of mine, now weeping fast, 
Kow good for only weeping, — upon man, 

Angel, or beas i, or bird, but each rejoiced 
Because I looked on him? Alas, alas! 

And is not this much woe, to cry ‘alas!’ 

Speaking of joy ? And is not this more shame, 

To have made the woe myselfj from all that joy? 
To have stretched my hand, and plucked it from 
the tree, 

And chosen it for fruit? Nay, is not this 

Still most despair, — to have halved that bitter fruit. 

And ruined, so, the sweetest friend 1 have. 

Turning the Greatest to mine enemy? 

Ad/Om, I will not hear thee speak so. Harken, 
Spirits! 

Our God, who is the enemy of none 
But only of their sin, hath set your hope 
And my hope, in a promise, on this Head. 

Show reverence, then, and never bruise her more 
With unpermitted and extreme reproach, — 
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Lest passionate in anguish, she fling down 
Beneath your trampling feet, God’s gijft to us 
Of sovranty by reason and freewill, 

Sinning against the province of the Soul 
To rule the soulless. Reverence her estate. 

And pass out from her presence with no words. 

Eve, 0 dearest Heart, have patience with my heart. 
0 Spirits, have patience, ’stead of reverence. 

And let me speak, for, not being innocent. 

It little doth become me to be proud. 

And I am prescient by the very hope 
And promise set upon me, that henceforth 
Only my gentleness shall make me great, 

My humbleness exalt me. Awful Spirits, 

Be witness that 1 stand in your reproof 
But one sun’s length off from my happiness— 
Happy, as 1 have said, to look around. 

Clear to look up I — And now 1 I need not speak' * 
Te see me what lam; ye scorn me so. 

Because ye see me what 1 have made myself 
From Gk>d’s best making ! Alas, — ^peace foregone, 
Love wronged, and virtue forfeit, and tears wept 
Upon all, vainly I Alas, me 1 alas. 

Who have undone myself from all that best 
Fairest and sweetest, to this wretchedest 
Saddest and most deflled— cast out, cast down — 
What word metes absolute loss? let absolute loss 
Suffice you for revenge. For who lived 
Beneath the wings of angels yesterday, 

Wander to-day beneath the roofless world I 
/, reigning the earth’s empress yesterday. 

Put oft' from me, to-day, your hate with prajersl 
/, yesterday, who answered the Lord God, 
Composed and glad as singing-birds the sun, 
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Might shriek now from our dismal desert, ^ Gk>d,' 
And hear him make reply, ^ What is thy need, 
Thou whom I cursed to-day?' 

Adam, Eve I 

Eve, /, at last| 

Who yesterday was helpmate and delight 
Unto mine Adam, am to-day the grief 
And ourse-mete for him I ^d, so, pity us, 

Ye gentle Spirits, and pardon him and me. 

And let some tender peace, made of our pain, 
Grow up betwixt us, as a tree might grow. 

With boughs on both sides. In the shade of which, 
When presently ye shall behold us dead, — 

For the poor sake of our humility, 

Breathe out your pardon on our breathless lips, 
And drop your twilight dews against our brows, 
And stroking with mild airs our harmless hands 
Left empty of all fruit, perceive your love 
Distilling through your pity over us. 

And suffer it, self-reconcilc^ to pass. 

Lvoms ritM in the circle. 

Lac, Who talks here of a complement of grieff 
Of expiation wrought by loss and fall? 

Of hate subduable to pity ? Eve ? 

Take counsel from thy counsellor the snake. 

And boast no more in grief^ nor hope from pain, 
My docile Eve 1 I teach you to despond, 

Who taught you disobedience. Look around ; — 
Earth-spirits and phantasms hear you talk unmoved. 
As if ye were red clay again and talked ! 

What are your words to them? your grief to them! 
Tour deaths, indeed, to them ? Did the hand pause 
For thew sake, in the plucking of the fruit, 
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That thej ahould pause for ycu^ m hating joat 
Or will joor grief or death, as ^d jour sin. 

Bring change upon thdr final doom t Behold, 
Your grief is but jour sin in the rebound. 

And cannot expiate for it. 

Adam. That is true. 

Luc. Ay, that is true. The clay-king testifies 
To the snake's counsel. — ^hear him! — ^very true. 

Ea/rth SpiriU. I wail, I wall ! 

Luc. And certes, that is true. 

Ye wail, ye all waiL Peradventure I 
Gould wail among you. O thou universe, 

That boldest sin and woe, — more room for wail ! 

DUtant starry voice. Ah, ah, Heosphoros I Heos- 
phoros ! 

Adam. Mark Lucifer. He changes awfully. 

Eve. It seems as if he looked from grief to God 
And could not see Him! — ^wretched Lucifer! 

Adam. How he stands — ^yet an angel! 

Eaa^th SpiriU. We all wail I 

Luc* Dost thou remember, Adam, 

when the curse 

Took us in Eden? On a mountain-peak 
Hidf-sheathed in prim^ woods and glittering 
In spasms of awfdl sunshine at that hour, 

A lion couched, part raised upon his paws, 

With his calm, massive face turned full on thine. 
And his mane listening. When the ended curse 
Left silence in the world, — right suddenly 
He sprang up rampant and stood straight and stif!^ 
As if the new reaUty of death 
Were dashed against his eyes, and roared so fierce^ 
(Such thick carnivorous passion in his throat 
Tearing a passage through the wrath and fear'J 
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And roared so wild, and smote from all the hills 
Such fast, keen echoes crumbling down the vales 
Precipitately,— that the forest beasts. 

One after one, did matter a response 
Of savage and of sorrowful complaint 
Which trailed along the gorges. Then, at once, 
He fell back, and rol'.ed crashing from the height 
Into the dusk of pines. 

Adam, It might have been 

I heard the curse alone. 

Earth Spirits, I wail, I wail 

Luc, That lion is the type of what I am. 

And as he fixed thee with his full-faced hate. 

And roared, O Adam, comprehending doom. 

So, gazing on the face of the Unseen, 

I cry out here between the Heavens and Earth 
My conscience of this sin, this woe, this wrath, 
Which damn me to this depth. 

Earth Spirits, I wail, I waill 

Eke, I wail — 0 GodI 

Luc, I scorn you that ye wail| 

Who use your pretty griefs for pedestals 
To stand on, beckoning pity from without, 

And deal in pathos of antithesis 

Of what ye were forsooth, and what ye are; — 

I scorn you like an angel I Yet, one cry 
I, too, would drive up like a column erect, 

Marble to marble, from my heart to Heaven, 

A monument of anguish to transpierce 
And overtop your vapory compli^ts 
Expressed from feeble woes. 

Ea/rth Spirits, I wail, I wail I 

Luc, For, 0 ye Heavens, ye are my witneawa, 
That 7, struck out from nature in a blot, 
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The outcast and the mildew of things good. 

The leper of angels, the excepted dust 
Under the common rain of daily gifts, — 

I the snake, I the tempter, I the cursed, — 

To whom the highest and the lowest alike 
Say, Go from us — we have no need of thee, — 
Was made by God like others. Good and fair, 
He did create me ! — ask Him, if not fair I 
Ask, if I caught not fair and silvery 
His blessing for chief angels on my head 
Until it grew there, a crown crystallised I 
Ask, if He never called me by my name, 

Lucifer — ^kindly said as * Gabriel’ — 

Lacifer — soft as ‘Michael!’ while serene 
I, standing in the glory of the lamps. 

Answered ‘ my Father,’ innocent of shame 
And of the sense. of thunder. Ha! ye think, 
White angels in your niches, — repent. 

And would tread down my own offences back 
To service at the footstool? thafe read wrong! 

I cry as the beast did, that I may cry — 
Expansive, not appealing! Fallen so deep, 
Against the sides of this prodigious pit 
I cry — cry — dashing out the hands of wail 
On each side, to meet anguish everywhere^ 

And to attest it in the ecstasy 
And exaltation of a woe sustained 
Because provoked and chosen. 

Pass along 

Your wilderness, vain mortals ! Puny griefs 
In transitory shapes, be henceforth dwarfed 
I'o your own conscience, by the dread extremes 
Of what I am and have been. If ye have fallen, 
It is but a step’s fall, — ^tbe whole groimd beneath 
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Strewn woolly soft with promise 1 if ye have sinned, 
Yourprayers tread high as angels! if ye have grieved, 
Ye are too mortal to be pitiable, 

The power to die disproves the right to grieve. 

Go to 1 ye call this ruin ? 1 half-scorn 
The ill I did yon! Were ye wronged by me, 
Hated and tempted and undone of me, — 

Still, what's your hurt to mine of doing hurt. 

Of hating, tempting, and so ruining? 

This sword^s Uilt is the sharpest, and cuts throngh 
The hand that wields it. 

Go — I curse yon all 
Hate one another — feebly — as ye can ; 

I would not certes cut you short in hate. 

Far be it from me ! hate on as ye can 1 
1 breathe into your faces, spirits of earth, 

As wintry blasts may breathe on wintry leaves 
And lifting up their brownness show beneath 
The branches bare. — Beseech you, spirits, give 
To Eve who beggarly entreats your love 
For her and Adam when they shall be dead^ 

An answer rather fitting to the sin 

Than to the sorrow — as the Heavens, I trow, 

For justice’ sake gave their’s. 

I curse you both, 

Adam and Eve I Say grace as after meat. 

After my curses. May your tears fall hot 
On all the hissing scorns o’ the creatures here,— 
And yet rejoice. Increase and multiply. 

Ye in your generations, in all plagues, 

Corruptions, melancholies, poverties. 

And hideous forms of life and fears of death, — 

The thought of death being alway eminent 
[nuuoveable and dreadful in your life. 

And deafly and dumbly insignificant 
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Of any hope beyond, — as death itself 
Whichever of yon lieth dead the first, 

Shall seem to the survivor — yet rejoice I 
My curse catch at you strongly, body and soul, 

And He find no redemption — nor the wing 
Of seraph move your way ; and yet rejoice I 
Rejoice, — because ye have not, set in you, 

This hate which shall pursue you — this fire-hate 
Which glares without, because it bums within— 
Which kills from ashes — this potential hate. 
Wherein I, angel, in antagonism 
To Qod and his refiex beatitudes. 

Moan ever in the central universe 

With the great woe of striving agmnst Ix)ve- - 

And gasp for space amid the Infinite, 

And toss for rest amid the Desertness, 

Self-orphaned by my will, and self-elect 

To kingship of resistant agony 

Toward the Good round me — ^hating good and love^ 

And willing to hate good and to hate love, 

And willing to will on so evermore. 

Scorning the past and danming the To come — 

Go and rejoice 1 I curse you. [Luoifeb vanMhei, 
EarTtlh Spirits, 

And we scorn you! there’s no pardon 
Which can lean to you aright. 

When your bodies take the guerdon 
Of the death-curse in our sight, 
ThenthebeethathummethlowestshalltranscendyoiL* 

Then ye shall not move an eyelid 
Though the stars look down your eyes; 

And the earth which ye defiled. 

Shall expose you to the skies, — 

Lol these kings of ours, who sought to comprehend 
ymj.’ 
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Fint Spirit, 

And the elements shall boldlj 
All yoor dust to dust consteain. 

Unresistedly and coldly 
I will smite you wilii my rain. 

From the slowest of my frosts is no receding. 
Second Spirit, 

And my little worm appointed 
To assume a royal part, 

He shall reign, crowned and anointed, 

O'er the noble human heart. 

Give him counsel against losing of that Edent 
Adam, Do ye scorn us? Back your scorn, 
Towards your faces grey and lorn, 

As the wind drives back the rain. 

Thus I drive with passion-strife, 

I who stand beneath God’s sun. 

Made like God, and, though undone, 

Not unmade for love and life. 

Lo ! ye utter threats in vain. 

By my free will that chose sin, 

By mine agony within 
Round the passage of the fire, 

By the pinings which disclose 
That my native soul is higher 
Than what it chose, 

We are yet too high, O Spirits, for your disdaim 
Ete, Nay^ beloved I If these be low. 

We confront them from no height. 

We have stooped down to their levei 
By infecting them with evil. 

And their scorn that meets our blow 
Boathes aright. 

Amen. Let it be so. 
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We shall triumph — triumph greatlj 
When ye lie beneath the sward. 

There, our lily shall grow stately 
Though ye answer not a word, 

And her fragrance shall be scornful of your silenoe 
While your throne ascending calmly 
We, in heirdom of your soul. 

Flash the river, lift the palm-tree, 

The dilated ocean roll 

By the thoughts that throbbed within you, rounc 
the islands. 

Alp and torrent shall inherit 
Your significance of will, 

And the grandeur of your spirit 
Shall our broad savannahs fill; 

Ih our winds, your exultations shall he springing. 
Even your parlance which inveigles, 

By our rudeness shall be won. 

Hearts poetic in our eagles. 

Shall beat up against the sun 
And strike downward in articulate clear singing. 

Your bold speeches, our Behemoth 
With hk thunderous jaw shall wield. 

Your high fancies, shall our Mammoth 
Breathe sublimely up ‘the shield 
Of St.Michael atGod'sthrone, who waits to speed him) 
Till the heaven’s smooth-grooved thunder 
Spinning back, shall leave them clear, 

And tlie angels smiling wonder 
With dropt looks from sphere to sphere, 
Bball ory, ^Ho, ye heirs of Adam I ye exceed him!' 
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Adam, Boot out thine ejea, sweety from the dreary 
ground* 

Beloved, we may be overcome by God, 

But not by these. 

Bhe, By God, perhaps, in these. 

Adam, I think, not so. Had foredoomed 
despair. 

He had not spoken hope. He may destroy 
Certes, but not deceive. 

Eoe, Behold this rose ! 

I plucked it in our bower of Paradise 
This morning as I went forth, and my heart 
Has beat against its petals all the day. 

I thought it would be always red and full 
As when I plucked it — 1% it? — ^ye may see! 

I cast it down to you that ye may see, 

AH of you I—count the pe^s lost of it, 

And note the colours fainted! ye may see! 

And I am as it is, who yesterday 

Grew in the same place. O ye spirits of earth, 

1 almost, from my miserable heart, 

Gould here upbraid you for your cruel heart. 
Which will not let me, down the slope of death, 
Draw any of your pity after me. 

Or lie stUl in the quiet of your looks. 

As my flower, there, in mine. 

[A bleak toind, quidkened with indisHnot human voicM, 
epvM around (he ^arth^^odiao^flUing the circle teith 
He preeenoe; and then wailing off into Hte eaet^ oar* 
riee the roee away teith it Erm /alia upon herjbce, 
Adam etande erect. 

80 f verily, 

So memory follows Hope^ 


Adam, 

The last departs. 
Em. 
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And Life both. Love said to me, ‘ Do not die,’ 
And I replied, ‘ 0 Love, I will not die, 

I exiled and I will not orphan Love.’ 

Bnt now it is no choice of mine to die — 

My heart throbs from me. 

Adam, Gall it straightway baoK 

Death’s consummation crowns completed life^ 

Or comes too early. Hope being set on thee 
For others, if for others ^en for thee, — 

For thee and me. 

ioind retol/oen from th« and round again to ihi 
mmC, perfumed by the Eden rote, and fiM qfooioeti 
which eweep out into articulation at they past. 

Let thy soul shake its leaves 
To feel the mystic wind — ^harkl 
Ahe. I hear life. 

Ir^ant voices passing in the v)ind» 

O we live, 0 we live — 

And this life that we receive 
Is a warm thing and a new, 

Which we softly bud into 
From the heart and from the brain,— 
Something strange that overmuch U 
Of the sound and of the sight, 

Flowing round in trickling touohea 
With a sorrow and delight,— 

Yet is it all in vain? 

Bock ns softly, 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Youthful voices parsing, 

O we live, 0 we live — 

And this life that we achieve 
Is a loud thing and a bold, 

Which with pulses manifold 
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Strike? the heart out full and fain — 
Active doer, noble liver, 

Strong to struggle, sure to conquer, 
Though the vessel’s prow will quiver 
At the lifting of the anchor : 

Yet do we strive in vain? 

Infant voices 'pcming, 

Bock us softly. 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Voet voices passing. 

O we live, O we live — 

And this life that we conceive 
Is a clear thing and a fair. 

Which we set in crystal air 
That its beauty may be plain I 
With a breathing and a flooding 
Of the heaven-life on the whole, 
While we hear the forests budding 
To the music of the soul — 

Yet is it tuned in vain? 
voices passing. 

Bock us softly, 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Philosophic voices passing. 

O we live, 0 we live — 

And this life that we perceive, 

Jb a great thing and a grave, 

Whi^ for others’ use we have. 
Duty-laden to remain. 

We are helpers, fellow-creatures, 

Of the right against the wrong 
We are earnest-hearted teachers 
Of the truth which maketh strong-* 
Yet do we teach in vain? 
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Infcmt Doices p(ming. 

Rock US softly, 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Ee^foel voices passin g. 

O we live, O we live — 

And this life that we reprieve, 

Is a low thing and a light, 

Which is jested out of sight, 

And made worthy of disdain I 
Strike with bold electric laughter 
The high tops of things divine — 

Turn thy head, my brother, after. 

Lest thy tears fall in my wine ; — 

For all is laughed in vain ? 

Infmt voices passm^. 

Rock us softly, 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Boe, I hear a sound of life — of life like oura— 
Of laughter and of wailing, of grave speech, 

Of little plaintive voices innocent. 

Of life in separate courses flowing out 
Like our four rivers to some outward main. 

I hear life — ^life ! 

Adorn. And, so, thy cheeks have snatched 
Scarlet to paleness, and thine eyes drink fast 
Of glory from fall cups, and thy moist lips 
Seem trembling, both of them, with earnest doubts 
Whether to utter words or only smile. 

Bee. Shall I be mother of the coming life! 

Hear the steep generations, how they fall 
A down the visionary stairs of Time 
Like supernatural thunders — ^far, yet near, — 
Sowing their fiery echoes through the hills. 

Am I a cloud to these — mother to these t 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



«. DBAMA OF EXILE. 


Earth Spirits, And bringer of the curse upon aU 
these. [Eve nnhs down again. 

Poet Doices passing, 

O we live, O we live — 

And this life that we conceive, 

Is a noble thing and high, 

Which we climb up loftily 
To view (Jod without a stain ; 

Till, recoiling where the shade is. 

We retread our steps again, 

And descend the gloomy Hades 
To resume man’s mortal pain. 

Shall it be climbed in vain ? 

Infant noicee passing, 

Kock us softly. 

Lest it be all in vain. 

Lone voices passing, 

O we live, 0 we Hve— 

And this life we would retrieve. 

Is a faithfol thing apart 
Which we love in, heart to heart, 

HntU one heart fitteth twain. 

‘ Wilt thou be one with me ?’ 

‘ I will be one with thee.’ 

‘Ha, hat we love and live !’ 

Alas I ye love and die. 

Shriek — who shall reply ? 

For is it not loved in vain ? 

Ilf ant voices passing. 

Rock us softly, 

Though it be all in vain. 

Aged, voices passing, 

0 we live, O we live— 

And this life we would survive, 
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Is a gloomy thing and brief, 

Which^ consummated in grief, 

Leavetli ashes for all gain. 

Is it not all in vain ? 

Infant voices 

Rook ns softly, 

Though it be all in vain. [ Voicee die a/uDay» 
Ea/rth Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon all 
these. 

Eoe. The voices of foreshown Humanity 
Die off ; — so let me die. 

Adam, So let ns '1 ie, 

When Gk>d^s will soundetli the right hour of death. 
Eaa^th Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon all 
these. 

Eoe, O spirits I by the gentleness ye use 
In winds at night, and floating clouds at noon. 

In gliding waters under lily-leaves, 

In chirp of crickets, and the settling hush 
A bird makes in her nest with feet and wings, — 
Fulfil your natures now t 
Ea/rth Spirits. 

Agreed, allowed ! 

We gather out our natures like a cloud, 

And thus fulfil their lightnings 1 Thus, and thus 1 
Harken, O harken to usl 
Mrst Spirit. 

As the storm-wind blowsbleakly from the norland, 
As the snow- wind beats blindly on the moorland, 
As the simoom drives hot across the desert. 

As the thunder roars deep in the Unmeasured, 
As the torrent tears the ocean-world to atoms. 
As the whirlpool grinds it fathoms below fathoms, 
Thus— and thusl 
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Second Spirit, 

A.8 the yellow toad, that spits its poison chilly, 
As the tiger, in the .jungle crouching stilly, 

As the wild boar, with ragged tusks of anger, 
As the wolf-dog, with teeth of glittering clangoui 
As the vultures, that scream against the thunder 
As the owlets, that sit and moan asunder, 

Thus, — and thus I 
Eoe, Adam I Qodl 

Adam, Omel, unrelenting spirits I 

By the power in me of the sovran soul 
Whose thoughts keep pace yetwiththe angel’s march 
1 charge you into silence — ^trample you 
Down to obedience. — am king of you I 
Earth Spirits, 

Ha, ha! thou art king I 
Witli a sin for a crown. 

And a soul undone I 
Thou, the antagonised, 

Tortured and agonisedi. 

Held in the ring 
Of the zodiac 1 
How, king, beware 1 
We are many and strong 
Whom thou standest among,*^ 

And we press on the air. 

And we stifle thee back, 

And we multiply where 
Thou wouldst trample us down 
From rights of our own 
To an utter wrong— 

And, from under the feet of thy scorn, 

O forlorn, 

We shall spring up like com. 

And our stubble be stromr. 
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Adam. God, there is power in Thee 1 1 make appea 
Unto thy kingship. 

Ete. There is pity in Thee, 

0 sinned against, great God! — My seed, my ne^d. 
There is hope set on Thee — cry to thee, 

Thou mystic seed that shalt he ! — leave us not 
In agony beyond what we can bear, 

Fjillen in debasement below thunder-mark, 

A mark for scorning — ^taunted and perplext 
By all these creatures we ruled yesterday, 

Whom thou, Lord, rulest alway. O my seed, 
Tiirough the tempestuous years that rain so thick 
Betwixt my ghostly ^ion and thy fece. 

Let me have token I for my soul is bruised 
Before the serpent’s head is. 

\A vMon qf Ghhibt appear% in tha midtA of tAo ModLiA 
UfMoA pales h^ore the heavenly light. The Earth 
Spirits grow greyer and fainter. 

OhBIST. I AM HEBE f 

A dam. This is God I — Curse us not, God, any more. 
Eoe. But gazing so — so — with omnihc eyes, 

Lift my soul upward till it touch thy feet ! 

Or lift it only, — not to seem too proud, — 

To the low height of some good angel’s feet, 

For such to tread on when he walketh straight 
And thy lips praise him. 

Ohbist. Spirits of the earth, 

1 meet you with rebuke for the reproach 
And cruel and unmitigated blame 

Ye cast upon your masters. True, they have sinned, 
And true their sin is reckoned into loss 
For you the sinless. Yet your innocence, 

Which of you praises? since God made your act^ 
inherent in your lives, and bound your hand® 
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Vi itli instincts and imperious sanctities 
Fiom self-defacement f Which of you disdains 
These sinners who in faHIng proved their height 
Above you by their liberty to fall? 

And which of you complains of loss by them* 

For whose delight and use ye have your life 
And honour in creation? Ponder it 1 
This regent and sublime Humanity 
Though fallen, exceeds you I this shall film your siiUi 
Shall hunt your lightning to its lair of cloud, 

Turn back your rivers, footprith all your seas. 

Lay flat your forests, master with a look 
Your lion at his fasting, and fetch down 
Your eagle flying. Hay, without this law 
Of mandom, ye would perish, — beast by beast 
Devouring, — ^tree by tree, with strangling roots 
And trunks set tusk wise. Ye would gaze on God 
With imperceptive blankness up the stars, 

And mutter, ‘ Why, God, hast thou made us thnsf 

And pining to a sallow idiocy 

Stagger up blindly against the ends of life, 

Then stagnate into rottenness and drop 
Heavily — poor, dead matter — piecemeal down 
The abysmal spaces — like a little stone 
Let fall to chaos. Therefore over you 
Receive man’s sceptre, — therefore be content 
To minister with voluntary grace 
And melancholy pardon, every rite 
And function in you, to the human hand. 

Be ye to man as angels are to God, 

Servapts in pleasure, singers of delight, 

Suggesters to his soul of higher tilings 
Than any of your highest. So at last. 

Ho shall look round on you with lids too straight 
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To hold the grated tears, and thank yon well, 
And bless you when he prays his secret prayers, 
And praise you when he sings his open songs 
For the clear song-note he has learnt in you 
Of purifying sweetness, and extend 
Across your head his golden fantasies 
Which glorify you into soul from sen el 
Go, serve him for such price. That not in vain 
hfor yet ignobly ye shall serve, I place 
My word here for an oath, mine oath for act 
To be hereafter. In the name of which 
Perfect redemption and perpetual grace, 

I bless you through the hope and through the peace 
Which are mine, — to the Love, which is myself. 

Eve. Speak on still, Christ Albeit thou bless me not 
In set words, I am blessed in harkening thee — 
Speak, Christ. 

Christ. Speak, Adam. Bless the woman, man-* 
It is thine office. 

Adam,. Mother of the world, 

Take heart before this Presence. Lo, my voice, 
Which, naming erst the creatures, did express 
(God breathing through my breath) the attributes 
And instincts of each creature in its name. 

Floats to the same afflatus, floats and heaves 
Like a water-weed that opens to a wave, 

A full-leaved prophecy affecting thee. 

Out fairly and wide. Henceforward, rise, aspire 
To all the calms and magnanimities, 

The lofty uses and the noble ends. 

The sanctifled devotion and full work, 

To which thou art elect for evermore. 

First woman, wife, and mother. 

Eoe. And first r\ win. 
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Adcm, And also the sole bearer of the Seed 
Whereby sin dieth ! Raise the majesties 
Of thy disconsolate brows, 0 well-beloved, 

And front with level eyelids the To come. 

And {dl the dark o' the world. Rise, woman, rise 
To thy peculiar and best altitudes 
Of doing good and of enduring ill, 

Of comforting for ill, and teaching good, 

And reconciling all that ill and good 
Unto tho patience of a constant hope, — 

Rise with thy daughters ! If sin came by thee. 
And by sin, death, — the ransom-righteousness, 

The heavenly life and compensative rest 
Shall come by means of thee. If woe by thee 
Had issue to the world, thou shalt go forth 
An angel of the woe thou didst achieve. 

Found acceptable to the world instead 
Of others of that name, of whose bright steps 
Thy deed stripped bare the hills. Be satisfied ; 
Something thou hast to bear through womanhood. 
Peculiar suffering answering to the sin, — 

Some pang laid down for each new human life. 
Some weariness in guarding such a life. 

Some coldness from the guarded, so» ^e mistrust 
From those thou hast too well served, from those 
beloved 

Too loyally some treason ; feebleness 
Within thy heart, and cruelty without, 

And pressures of an alien tyranny 
With its dynastic reasons of larger bones 
And stronger sinews. But, go to ! thy love 
Shall chant itself in its own beatitudes 
After its own life-working. A child’s ki.w 
Bet on thy sighing lips, shall make thee glml ; 


Digitized by 


Google 



76 


A DBAMA OF EXILE. 


A poor man served hj thee, shall make lliee rich 
A sick man helped hj thee, shall make thee strong 
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense 
Of service which thon renderest. Such a crown 
I set upon thy head, — Christ wituossing 
With looks of prompting love — ^to keep thee clear 
Of all reproach against the sin foregone. 

From all the generations which succeed. 

Thy hand which plucked the apple, I clasp close. 
Thy lips which spake wrong counsel, I kiss close, 
I bless thee in the name of Paradise 
And by the memory of Edenic joys 
Forfeit and lost, — by that last cypress tree 
Green at the gate, which thrilled as we came out. 
And by the blessed nightingale which threw 
Its melancholy music after us, — 

And by the flowers, whose spirits full of smells 
Did follow softly, plucking us behind 
Back to the gradual banks and vernal bowers 
And four-fold river courses. — ^By all these, 

I bless thee to the contraries of these, 

I bless thee to the desert and the thorns, 

To the elemental change and turbulence, 

And to the roar of the estranged beasts. 

And to the solemn dignities of grief, — 

To each one of these ends, — and their end 

Of Death and the hereafter! 

Bee. I accept 

For me and for my daughters this high part, 
Which lowly shall be counted. Noble work 
Shall hold me in the place of garden-rest, 

And in the place of Eden’s lost delight 
Worthy endurance of permitted pain; 

While on my longest patience there shall w£ul 
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Death’s speechless angel, smiling in the east 
Whence cometh the cold wind. I bow myself 
Humbly henceforward on the ill I did, 

That humbleness may keep it in the shade. 

Shall it be so ? shall I smile, saying so ? 

0 seed I O King I O God, who shalt be seed, — 
What shall I say? As Eden’s fountains swelled 
Brightly betwixt their banks, so swells my soul 
Betwixt thy love and power I 

And, sweetest thoughtt 
Of foregone Eden I now, for the first time 
Since God said ^ Adam,’ walking through the treea 

1 dare to pluck you as I plucked erewhile 
The lily or pink, the rose or heliotrope, 

So pluck I you — BO largely — ^with both hands, 

And throw you forward on the outer earth 
Wherein we are cast out, to sweeten it 
Adam, As thou, Christ, to illume it, boldest Heave n 
Broadly above oui’ heads. 

[The Christ ie ffraditaUy irwnefigured during the foUmo^ 
ingphraeee of dialogue^ into humanity and Buffering, 

Eve, O Saviour Christ, 

Thou standest mute in glory, like the sun. 

Adam, We worship in Thy silence. Saviour Christ 
Eve, Thy brows grow grander with a forecast 
woe, — 

Diviner, with the possible of death I 
We worship in thy sorrow, Saviour Christ. 

Adam, How do thy clear, still eyes transpierce 
our souls, 

As gazing through them toward the Father-throne 
In a pathetical, hill Deity, 

Serenely as the stars gaze through the air 
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Straight on each other. 

Eve, 0 pathetic Christ, 

Thou standest mute in glory, like the moon. 

Chkist. Eternity stands alway fronting God ; 

A btem colossal image, with blind eyes 
And grand dim lips that murmur evermore 
Gk)d, God, God I while the rush of life and death, 
The roar of act and thought, of evil and good. 

The avalanches of the ruining worlds 
Tolling down space, — ^the new worlds’ genesis 
Budding in fire, — ^the gradual humming growth 
Of the ancient atoms and first forms of earth, 

The slow procession of the swathing seas 
And firmamental waters, — and the noise 
Of the broad, fiuent strata of pure airs, — 

All these fiow onward in the intervals 
Of that reiterated sound of— Gk)D I 
Which woBD, innumerous angels straightway lift 
Wide on celestial altitudes of song 
And choral adoration, and then drop 
The burden softly, shutting the last notes 
In silver wings. Howbeit in the noon of time 
Eternity shall wax as dumb as Death, 

While a new voice beneath the spheres shall cry, 

‘ God I why hast thou forsaken me, my Gk)d ?’ 

And not a voice in Heaven shall answer it. 

[TAtf tra/n^figuraiion it lf» MMinMai 

Adam, Thy speech is of the Heavenlies, yet, O 
Christ, 

Awfully human are thy voice and face. 

Eoe, My nature overcomes me from thine eyes. 
Christ. In tne set noon of time, shall one from 
Heaven, 
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>113 angel fresh from looking upon God, 
bescend before a woman, blessing her 
With perfect benediction of pure love, 

For all the world in all its elements, 

For all the creatures of eartli, air, and sea, 

For all men in the body and in the soul. 

Unto all ends of glory and sanctity. 

Eoe, O pale, pathetic Christ — I worship thee . 

I thank thee for that woman ! 

Ohbist. Then, at last, 

L wrapping round me your humanity. 

Which being sustained, shall neither break nor burn 
Beneath the fire of Godhead, will tread earth, 

And ransom you and it, and set strong peace 
Betwixt you and its creatures. With my pangs 
I will confront your sins ; and since those sins 
Have sunken to all Nature’s heart from yours. 

The tears of my dean soul shall follow them 
And set a holy passion to work clear 
Absolute consecration. In my brow 
Of kingly whiteness, shall be crowned anew 
Your discrowned human nature. Look on me I 
As 1 shall be uplifted on a cross 
In darkness of eclipse and anguish dread, 

So shall I lift up in my pierced hands. 

Not into dark, but light — ^not unto death. 

But life, — beyond the reach of guilt and grie^ 

The whole creation. Henceforth in my name 
Take courage, 0 thou woman, — man, take hope I 
Your grave shall be as smooth as Eden’s sward. 
Beneath the steps of your prospective thoughts. 
And, one step past it, a new Eden-gate 
Shall open on a hinge of harmony 
And let you through to mercy. Ye shall fSall 
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No morej within that Eden, nor pass oat 
Any more from it. In which hope, move on, 

First sinners and first mourners. Live and love,— 
Doing both nobly, because lowTily. 

Live and work, strongly, because patiently. 

And, for the deed of death, trust it to God 

That it be well done, unrepented ofi 

And no t to loss. A nd thence, with constant pray ers 

Fasten your souls so high, that constantly 

The smile of your heroic cheer may float 

Above all floods of earthly agonies. 

Purification being the joy of pain. 

\The ffision </Chbibt nanishet. Ad ax and Etb gtand in 
an eesUuy. 7%s earth-wdiao pale» av>ay ahad^ bp 
ahada, aa the atara^ atar by atar^ ahine out in the sky ; 
aud the following chant from the two Earth Spirits {an 
they aweep back into the aodiao and diaappear wit\ 
if) aocompaniea the proceaa of change. 

Ea/rth SpiriU. 

By the mighty word thus spoken 
Both for living and for dying. 

We, our homage-oath once broken, 

Fasten back again in sighing. 

And the creatures and the elements renew their cove* 
nanting. 

Here, forgive us all our scorning ; 

Here, we promise milder duty. 

And the evening and the morning 
Shall re-organise in beauty 
A sabbath day of sabbath joy, for universal chanting 

And if, still, this melancholy 
May be strong to overcome us. 
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If this mortal and unholy 

We still fail to cast out from us, — 

If we turn upon you, unaware, your own dark in 
fluences, — 

If ye tremble when surrounded 

By our forest pine and palm trees. 

If we cannot cure the wounded 

With our gum-trees and our balm-trees. 
And if your souls all mournfully sit down among 
your senses, — 

Yet, 0 mortals, do not fear us. 

We are gentle in our languor. 

Much more good ye shall have near us 
Than any pain or anger. 

And our God^s refracted blessing in our blessing 
shall be given. 

By the desert’s endless vigil 

We will solemnise your passions. 

By the wheel of the black eagle 
We wiU teach you exaltations. 

When he sails against the wind, to the white spot 
up in Heaven. 

Ye shall find us tender nurses 
To your weariness of nature. 

And our hands shall stroke the curse’s 
Dreary furrows from the creature. 

Till your bodies shall lie smooth in death, and straight 
and slumberful. 

Then, a couch we will provide you 
Where no summer heats shall dazzle, 
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. Strewing on yon and beside yon 
Thyme and rosemary and basil — 

And the yew-tree shall grow overhead to keep aT. 
safe an i cooL 

Till the Holy blood awaited 
Shall be chrism around us miming, 
"Whereby, newly-consecrated 

We shall leap up in God’s sunning, 

To join the spheric company which purer worlds 
assemble. 

While, renewed by new evangels, 
Soul-consummated, made glorious, 

Ye shall brighten past the angels, 

Ye shall ^eel to Christ victorious, 

And the rays around His feet beneath your sobbing 
lips, shall tremble. 

\Jke jihanicuUo vision has all panssd; ths earth-aodiac 
has broken Uke a bett^ and is dissolved from the de^ 
ert The Earth Spirits vanish, and the stare sihine out 
above 

CHORUS OP INVISIBLE ANGELS, 

While Adam and Evx advance into the desert, hand in hand 

Hear our heavenly promise 
Tl trough your mortal passion 1 
Love, ye shall have from us, 

In a pure relation. 

As a fish or bird 
Swims or flies, if moving^ 

We unseen are heard 
To live on by loving. 
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Far above the glances 
Of your eager eyes, 

Listen I we are loving! 
listen, through man's ignorances^ 

Listen, through God's mysteries, 

Listen down the heart of things,— 

Ye shall hear our mystic wings 
Murmurous with loving. 

Through the opal door 
Listen evermore 
How we live by loving. 

Fint maiehoruB, 

When your bodies therefore 
Beach the grave their goal. 

Softly will we care for 
Each enfranchised souL 
Softly and unlothly 
Throxigh the door of opal 
Toward the Heavenly people, 

Floated on a minor fine 
Into the full chant divine, 

We will draw you smoothly, — 

While the human in the minor 
Makes the harmony diviner. 

Listen to our loving! 

Second temicTiorus. 

There, a sough of glory 
Shall breathe on you as you coma, 
Buffling round the doorway 
All the light of angeldom. 

From the empyrean centre 
Heavenly voices shall repeat, 

VSouls redeemed and pardoned, enter, 

For the chrism on you is sweet.’ 
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And eyeiy angel in the placa 
Lowlilj shall bow his face, 

Folded fair on softened sounds, 

Because upon your ^nds and feet 
He images Ms Master’s wounds, 
listen to our loving. 

Fvnt iemichoruB, 

Bo, in the universe’s 
Consummated undoing. 

Our seraphs of wMte mercies 
Shall hover round the ruin! 

Their wings shall stream upon the flame 
As if incorporate of the same 
In elemental fusion, 

And calm their faces shall bum out 
With a pale and mastering thought, 

And a steadfast looking of desire 
From out between the clefts of fire, — 
While they cry, in the Holy’s name, 

To the final Restitution. 

Listen to our loving! 

Second mnichovve. 

So, when the day of God is 
To the thick graves accompted, 

Awaking the dead bodies 
The angel of the tmmpet 
Shall split and shatter the earth 
To the roots of the grave 
Which never before were slackened. 

And quicken the charnel birth 
With his blast so clear and brave. 

That the Dead shall start and stand erect, 
And every face of the burial-place 
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Shall the awfdl, single look reflect, 
Wherewith he them awakened. 

Listen to our loving! 

First semicTioTus, 

But wild is the horse of Death. 

He will leap up wild at the clamour 
Above and beneath. 

And where is his Tamer 
On that last da^, 

When he crieth, Ha, Hal 
To the trumpet’s blare, 

And paweth the earth’s Aceldama? 

When he tosseth his head, 

The drear-white steed, 

And ghastlil j champeth the last moon-raj,— 
What angel there 
Oan lead him awa7. 

That the living may irale for the Dead? 

Sseond semichorvs. 

Yet a Tames shall be found ! 

One more bright than seraph crowned, 
And more strong than cherub bold, 

Elder, too, than angel old,. 

By his grey eternities. 

He shall master and surprise 
The steed of Death, 

For He is strong, and He is fain. 

He shall quell him with a breath. 

And shall lead him where Ho will. 

With a whisper in the ear. 

Full of fear — 

And a hand upon the mane. 

Grand and still. 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



86 


A DKAMA OF KZILK. 


Mr$t temMortu. 

Through the flats of Hades where the souls assemble 
He will guide the Death*steed calm between their 
ranks, 

While, likebeatendogs, they a little moan and tremble 
To see the darkness curdle from the horse's^littering 
flanks. 

Through the flats of Hades where the dreary shade ie^ 
Up the steep of Heaven, will the Tamer guide ths 
steed, — 

Up the spheric circles— circle above circle, 

W e who count the ages, shall count the toUingtread— 
Every hoof-fall striking a blinder, blanker sparkle 
From the stony orbs, which shall show as they were 
dead. 

Second eemichorus^ 

All the way the Death-steed with tolling hoofs shah 
travel. 

Ashen grey the planets shall be motionless as stones, 
Loosely shall the systems eject their parts cossval, — 
Stagnant in the spaces, shall float the pallid moons. 
Sunsthattouchtheirapogees, reelingfrom their level, 
Shallrunbackontheir axlesinwild,low,brokentnnes. 

Chorus, 

Up against the arches of the crystal ceiling. 

From the horse's nostnls shall steam the blurting 
breath. 

Up between the angels pale with silent feeling. 
Will the Tamer, calmly, lead the horse of Deat^ 

Semichorus. 

Cleaving all that silence, cleaving all that glory. 
Will the Tamer lead him straightway to the Throne * 
‘Look out, O Jehovah, to this I bring before Thee 
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With a hand nail-pierced, — who am thj Son.’ 
Then the Eye Divinest, from the Deepest, flaming, 
On the mystic conrser, shall look ont in fl^. 

Blind the beast shall stagger where It oyercame him, 
Meek as lamb at pastnre — bloodless in desire. 
Downthebeastshallshiyer, — slain amid thetaming,— 
And, by Life essential, the phantasm Death expire 

ChoruA, 

Listen, man, through life and death, 
Through the dust and through the breath, 
Listen down the heart of things I 
Ye shall hear our mystic wings 
Murmurous with loving. 

A Voice from 'below, Gabriel, thou Gabriel I 
A Voice from ahine. What wouldst with mef 

Mret Voice. I heard thy voice sound in the angel’s 
song, 

And I would give thee question. 

Second Voice. Question me. 

Mret Voice. Why have I called thrice to my Morn- 
ing Star 

And had no answer ? All the stars are out. 

And answer in their places. Only m vain 
I cast my voice against the outer rays 
Of my Star, shut in light behind the sun. 

Mo more reply than from a breaking string. 
Breaking when touched. Or is she not my star ? 
Where is my Star — my Star? Have ye cast down 
Her glory like my glory? has she waxed 
Mortal, like Adam ? has she learnt to hate 
Like any angel? 

Second Voice. She is sad for thee. 

All things grow sadder to thee, one by one. 
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Angel chorue. 

Live, work on, O Earthy I 
By the Actual's tension, 

Speed the arrow worthy 
Of a pure ascension. 

From the low earth round you, 

Reach the heights above you I 
From the stiipes that wound you, 

Seek the loves that love you ! 

€k)d’s divinest bumeth plain 
Through the crystal diaphane 
Of our loves that love you. 

Firet Voice, Gabriel, O Gabriel 1 
Second Voice, What wouldst thouvn^ me? 

Fint Voice, Is it true, 0 thou Gabriel, that the 
crown 

Of sorrow which I claimed, another claims? 

That He claims that too ? 

Second Voice, Lost one, it is true 
First Voice, That He will be an exile from His 
Heaven, 

To lead those exiles homeward ? 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voice, That He will be an exile by His will 
As 1 by mine election? 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voice, That /shall stand sole exile finally,—* 
Made desolate for fruition ? 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voice, Gabrieli 

Second Voice, I harken. 

First Voice, Is it true besides— 

Aright true — ^that mine orient Star will give 
Her name of ‘Bright and Morning Star’ to Him,—' 
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And take the fairness of His virtue back, 

To cover loss and sadness? 

Second Voice, It is true. 

First Voic^ Untrue, Untrue 1 O Morning-Star, 
O Mink, 

Who sittest secret in a veil of light 
Far up the starry spaces, say — Untrue, 

Speak but so loud as doth a wasted moon 
To Tyrrhene waters, I am Lucifer. 

[Apauss, Silence in the 

All things ^ow sadder to me, one by one. 

Angel ehorus, 

jCxiled human creatures, 

Let your hope grow larger 
Larger grow;s the vision 
Of the new delight. 

From this chain of Nature^s 
Qod is the Discharger, 

And the Actual’s prison 
Opens to your sight. 

Semichorus. 

Oalm the stars and golden, 

In a light exceeding : 

What their rays have measured, 

Let your feet fulfil I 
These are stars beholden 
By your eyes in Eden, 

Yet across the desert. 

See them shining still. 

Chorus. 

Future joy and far light 
Working such relations 
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Hew ns singing gentlj 
Exited is not lost 
God, above the starlight, 

God, above the patience, 

Shall at last present jq 
Guerdons worth the cost. 

Patiently enduring, 

Painf^y surrounded, 

Listen how we love you, 

Hope the uttermo^ 

Waiting for that curing 
Which ex^ts the wounded, 

Hear us sing above you — 

Exiled, but bot lost I 

fke stars sMns an MghUpf tahUs Abjji and Vmfiursus 
tkatr tsaif Into thajisr wUdsmsss, T%srs is a sound 
tkrsngh tks sUsnos, as ef (Mri sfstr- astgsL 


f 
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THE SERAPHIM. 


I look ftv Angolo* songSi and hear Him cry. 

Gilis FuCTOHtX. 


PART THE FIRST. 

[HU the Ums cf ths Cntoijboion; cmd ths cungela qf hsawn 
haw departed towarde the earth, except the two seraphim, 
Adob the ^ofig and Zbrau the Bright One. 

Thepitaoe U the outer eide qfthe eihut heavenly gaie.'\ 

Ador. 0 8BBAPH, pause no more. 

Beside this gate of heaven we stand alone. 

Zerah, Of heaven I 

Ador, Our brother hosts are gone - 

Zerah, Are gone before. 

Ador, And the golden harps the angels bore 
To help the songs of their desire. 

Still burning from their hands of fire, 
lie without touch or tone 
Upon the glass-sea shore. 

Zerah, Silent upon the glass-sea shore I 
Ador, There the Shadow from the throne 
Formless with infinity 
Hovers o’er the crysM sea ; 
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Awfuller than light derived, 

And red with those primseval heats 
Wherebj all life has lived. 

Zerah. Our visible God, our heavenly seats! 
Ador, Beneath ns sinks the pomp angelical, 

Cherub and seraph, powers and virtues, all,— 
The roar of whose descent has died 
To a still sound, as thunder into rain. 

Immeasurable space spreads magnified 
With that thick life, along the plane 
The worlds slid out on. What a fall 
And eddy of wings innumerous, crossed 
By trailing curls that have not lost 
The glitter of the God-smile shed 
On every prostrate angel’s head I 
What gleaming up of hands that fling 
Their homage in retorted rays, 

From high instinct of worshipping, 

And habitude of praise. 

Zerah, Kapidly they drop below us. 

Pointed palm and wing and hair 
Indistinguishable show us 
Only pulses in the air 
Throbbing with a fiery beat, 

As if a new creation heard 
Some divine and plastic word. 

And trembling at its new-found being, 
Awakened at our feet 
Adar. Zerah, do not wait for seeing. 

His voice, His, that thrills us so 
As we our harpstrings, uttered 
Behold the Holy in His itoe. 

And all are gone, save thee and — 

Zerah, Thee! 
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Ador. I stood the nearest to the throne 
In hierarchical degree, 

What time the Voice said Go, 

And whether 1 was moved alone 
Bj the storm-pathos of the tone 
Which swept through heaven the alien name of woa 
Or whether the subtle glory broke 
Through my strong and shielding wings, 
Bearing to my finite essence 
Incapacious of their presence, 

Infinite imaginings, 

None knoweth save the Throned who spcdse ; 

But 1, who, at creation, stood upright 
And heard the God-Breath move 
Shaping the words that lightened, ‘ Be there light. 
Nor trembled but with love, 

Now fell down shudderii^ly. 

My face upon the pavement whenoe I had towered, 
As if in mine immortal overpowered 
By God’s eternity. 

Zerah. I^t me wait I — ^let me wait 
Ador, Nay, gaze not backward through the gate. 
Gk>d fills our heaven with God’s own soUtnde 
TUI all the pavements glow. 

His Godhead being no more subdued 
By itself, to glories low 
Which seraphs can sustain, 

What if thou, in gazing so, 

Shouldst behold but only one 
Attribute, the veil undone^ 

Even that to which we dare to prese 
Nearest, for its gentleness— 

Ay, His love 1 
How the deep ecstatic pain 
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Thy being's strength wonld capture ! 

Without language for the rapture, 

Without music strong to come 
And set the adoration free, 

For ever, ever, wouldst thou be 
Amid the general chorus dumb, 

God-stricken to seraphic agony I — 

Or, brother, what if on thine eyes 
In vision bare should rise 
The life-fount whence His hand did gather 
With solitary force 
Our immortalities I 

Straightway how thine own would wither. 
Falter like a human breath, 

And shrink into a point like death, 

By gazing on its source I — 

My words have imaged dread. 

MeeMy hast thou bent thine head. 

And dropt thy wings in languishment 
Overclouding foot and face. 

As if GU)d’s throne were eminent 
Before thee, in the place. 

Yet not — not so, 

0 loving spirit and meek, dost thou ftildl 
The supreme Will. 

Not for obeisance but obedience. 

Give motion to thy wings. Depart from henoa 
The voice said ‘ Go.’ 

ZeraTi, Beloved, I depart. 

His will is as a spirit within my spirit, 

A portion of the being I inherit. 

His will is mine obedience. I resemble 
A flame all undeiiled though it tremble ; 

1 go and tremble. Love me, O beloved 1 
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0 thou, who stronger art, 

And standest ever near the Infinite, 

Pale with the light of Light I 
Love me, beloved 1 me, more newly made, 

More feeble, more afraid ; 

And let me hear with mine thy pinions moved. 

As close and gentle as the loving are. 

That love being near, heaven may not seem so far, 
Ador. I am near thee and I love thee. 

Were I loveless, from thee gone, 

Love is round, beneath, above thee, 

God, the omnipresent One. 

Spread the wing, and lift the brow. 
Well-beloved, what fearest thou? 

T^ah. 1 fear, I fear — 

Ador, What fear? 

Zerah. The fear of earth. 

Ador, Of earth, the God-created and God-praised, 
In the hour of birth ? 

Where every night, the moon in light 
Doth lead the waters silver-faced ? 

Where every day, the sun doth lay 
A rapture to the heart of all 

The leafy and reeded pastoral, 

As if the joyous shout which burst 
From angel lips to see him first. 

Had left a silent echo in his ray ? 

Zerah. Of earth — ^the God-created and Gk>d-cur8t| 
Where man is, and the thorn. 

Where sun and moon have home 
Ko light to souls forlorn. 

Where Eden’s tree of life no more uprears 
Its spiral leaves and fruitage, but instead 
The yew-tree bows its melancholy head. 

VOL. I.— 7 
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And all the nndergrasses kills nnd seres. 

Ador, Of earth the weak, 

Made and unmade? 

Where men that faint, do strive for crowns that fiidef 
Where, having won ^e profit which thej seek. 
They lie beside the sceptre and the gold 
With fieshless hands that cannot wield or hold, 
And the stars shine in their unwinking eyes f 
Zerah. Of earth the bold, 

Where the blind matter wrings 
An awM potence out of impotence, 

Bowing the spiritnal things 
To the things of sense. 

Where the human will replies 
With ay and no. 

Because the human pulse is quick or slow. 

Where Love succumbs to Change, 

With only his own memories for revenge. 

And the fearftil mystery — 

Ador» Called Death I • 

ZwaA. Nay, death is fearful, — ^bnt who saith : 

‘ To die,’ is comprehensible. 

What’s fearftiller, thou knowest well, 

Though the utterance be not for thee. 

Lest it blanch thy lips from glory — 

Ay 1 the cnrsed thing that moved 
A shadow of ill, long times ago. 

Across our heaven’s own shining floor. 

And when it vanished, some who were 
On thrones of holy empire there. 

Did reign — were seen — were — ^never more. 
Come nearer, 0 beloved I 
Ad/yr, I am near thee. Didst thou bear thee 
Ever to this earth ? 
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Zerah. Before. 

When thrilling from his hand along 
Its Instrons path with spheric song 
The earth was deathless, sorrowless. 
Uniearing, then, pare feet might press 
The grasses brightening with their feet| 

For God’s own Yoice did mix its sound 
In a solemn confluence oft 
With the rivers’ flowing round, 

And the life-treer waving soft, 

Beautiful new earth and strange 1 
Ador. Hast thou seen it since — ^the change I 
ZsroA Naj, or wherefore should I fear 
To look upon it now ? 

I have beheld* the ruined things 

Only in depicturings 

Of angels tom an earthly mission,— 

Strong one, even upon thy brow, 

When, with tstsk completed, given 
Back to us in that transition, 

I have beheld thee silent stand, 

Abstracted in the seraph band. 

Without a smile in heaven. 

Ad&r, Then thou wast not one of those 
Whom the loving Father chose 
In visionary pomp to sweep 
O’er Judsoa’s grassy places, 

O’er the sh^herds and the sheep, 

Though thou art so tender dinging, 

All the stars except one star 
With their brighter kinder faces. 

And using heaven’s own tune in hymning, 
While deep response from earth's own mountains ran, 
‘Peace upon earth — ^goodwill to man.’ 
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Zerah. ‘ Glory to Gk)d.^ — said amen a&r. 

And those who fh>m that earthly mission are. 
Within mine ears have told 
That the seven everlasting Spirits did hold 
With such a sweet and prodigal constraint 
The meaning yet the mystery of the song, 

What time they sang it, on their natures strong, 
That, gazing down on earth's dark stedfastness 
And speaking the new peace in promises, 

The love and pity made their voices faint 
Into the low and tender music, keeping 
The place in heaven, of what on earth is weeping. 
Ador, Peace upon earth. Come down to it 
Zerah. Ah met 

I hear thereof uncomprehendingly. 

Peace where the tempest, where the sighing is, 
And worship of the idol, 'stead of His? 

Ador, Yea, peace, where He is: 

Zerah. He I 

Say it again. 

Ador, Where He is. 

Zerah, Can it he 

That earth retains a tree 
Whose leaves, like Eden foliage, can be swayed 
By the breathing of His voice, nor shrink and fade 
Ador, There is a tree ! — it hath no leaf nor **oot 
Upon it hangs a curse for all its fruit : 

. Its shadow on His head is laid. 

For He, the crowned Son, 

Has left his crown and throne. 

Walks earth in Adam’s clay. 

Eve’s snake to bruise and slay— 

Zerah, Walks earth in clay? 

Ador, And walking in the day which He created 
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He through it shall touch death. 

What do 1 utter? what, conceive! did breath 
Of demon howl it in a blasphemy ? 

Or was it mine own voice, informed, di lated 
By the seven confluent Spirits? — Spe^- ^answer met 
Who said man's victim was his Deity? 

ZeraK Beloved, beloved, the word came forth 
from thee. 

Ihine eyes are rolling a tempestuous U^t 
Above, below, around, 

As putting thunder-questions without clond, 
Beverberate without sound. 

To universal nature's depth and height. 

The tremor of an inexpressive thought 
Too self-amazed to shape itself aloud, 

O’erruns the awful curving of thy lips ; 

And while thine hands are stretched above, 

As newly they had caught 
Some lightning from the Tlirone, or showed tlie Lord 
Some retributive sword, 

Thy brows do alternate with wild eclipse 
And radiance, with contrasted wrath and love, 

As God had called thee to a seraph's part, 

With a man's quailing heart. 

Ador, 0 heart — O heai*t of man! 

0 ta'en from human clay, 

To be no seraph's but Jehovah's own I 
Made holy in the taking, 

And yet unseparate 
From death's perpetual ban. 

And human feelings sad and passionate! 

Still subject to tlie treacherous forsaking 
Of other hearts, and its own stedfast pain ! 

0 heart of nmn — of God! which God has ta'en 
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From out the dost, with its hnmanitjr 
MonmM and weak jet hmocent aronnd it| 

And bade its many pulses beating lie 
Beflide that inoommnnicable stir 
Of jOeity wherewitli He interwoimd it 
O man 1 and is thy nature so defiled, 

That all that holy Heart’s deyont law-keeping, 
And low pathetic beat in deserts wild, 

And gnshings pitiM of tender weeping 
For traitors who consigned it to such woe — 
That all could cleanse thee not, without the flow 
Of blood, the life-blood — Bis — and streaming so f 
O earth the thundercleft, windshaken, where 
The louder voice of ^ blood and blood’ doth rise, 
Hast thou an altar for this sacrifice ? 

O heaven — 0 vacant throne I 
O crowned hierarchies, that wear your crown 
When His is put away 1 
Are ye unshamed that ye cannot dim 
Your alien brightness to be liker Him, — 

Assume a human passion, and down-lay 
Your sweet secnreness for congenial fears, 

And teach your cloudless ever-burning eyes 
The mystery of His tears? 

Zerah, I am strong, 1 am strong. 

Were I never to see my heaven again, 

I would wheel to earth like the temp^ rain 
Which sweeps there with an exultant sound 
To lose its life as it reaches the ground. 

1 am strong, I am strong. 

Away from mine inward vision swim 
The shining seats of my heavenly births 
I see but His, I see but Him — 

The Maker’s steps on His cruel earth. 
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Win the bitter herbs of earth grow sweet 
To me, as trodden hj His feet? 

'Will the vexed, aocnrat hamanitji 
As worn by Him, begin to be 
A blessing, yea, a sacred thing, 

For love, and awe, and ministering? 

I am strong, 1 am strong. 

By our angel ken shall we survey 

losing smile through his woeful day! 
I am swift, 1 am strong-— 

The love is bearing me along. 

AA>r* One love is bearing ns along. 


PART THE SECOND. 

MM-ait, above Jvdea. Ados and Zbbah are a Uttte apati 
from iho vieible angelie bosta.] 

JAot^ Beloved t dost thou see? — 

Thee,— thee. 

Thy burning eyes dready are 
Grown wild and mournful as a star 
Whose oooupation is fcH* aye 
To look upon the place of clay 
Whereon thou lookest now. 

The crown is fainting on thy brow 
To the likeness of a cloud, 

The forehead's self a little bowed 
From its aspect high and holy, 

As it would in meekness meet 
Some seraphic melancholy. 

Thy very wings that lately flung 
An outline clear, do flicker here^ 
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And wear to each a ahadow Limg^ 

Dropped across thj feet 
In these strange contrasting glooma 
Stagnant with the scent of tombs, 

Seraph faces, 0 my brother, 

Show awfully to one another. 

Ador. Dost thou see ? 

Zerah, Even so— I see 

Om» empyreal company, 

Alone the memory of their brightness 
Left in them, as in thee. 

The circle upon circle, tier on tier. 

Piling eaiih's hemisphere 
With heavenly mfiniteness. 

Above us and around. 

Straining the whole horizon like a bowl 
Their songful lips divorced from all sound, 

A darkness gliding down their silvery glances,-— 
Bowing their stedfast solemn countenances 
As if they heard God speak, and could not glow. 
Adar. Look downward 1 dost thou see ? 

Zerah, And wouldst thou press that vision on 
words? 

Doth not earth speak enough 
Of change and of undoing. 

Without a seraph’s witness? Oceans rough 
With tempest, pastoral swards 
Displaced by fiery deserts, mountains ruing 
The bolt fallen yesterday. 

That shake their piney heads, as who would say 
‘ We are too beautiM for our decay’ — 

Shall seraphs speak of these things? Let alone 
Earth, to her earthly moan. 

Yaice of all things. Is there no moan but hers! 
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ddor. nearest thoa the attestation, 

Of the roused Universe, 
like a desert lion shaking 
Dews of silence from its mane ? 

With an irrepressive passion 
Uprising at once, 

Rising up, and forsaking 

Its solemn state in the circle of suns, 

To attest the pain 

Of Him who stands (0 patience sweet t) 

In His own hand-prints of creation, 

With human feet? 

Voice of all thinge. Is there no moan but onnf 
Z&rah, Forms, Spaces, Motions wide, 

O meek, insensate things, 

0 congregated matters! who inherit 
Instead of vital powers. 

Impulsions God-supplied; 

Instead of induent spirit, 

A dear informing beauty ; 

Instead of creature duty. 

Submission calm as rest! 

Lights, without feet or wings, 

In golden courses sliding! 

Glooms, stagnantly subsiding. 

Whose lustrous heart away was prest 
Into the argent stars ! 

Ye crystal, firmamental bars. 

That hold the skyey waters free 
From tide or tempest’s ecstasy! 

Airs universal ! thimders lorn. 

That wait your lightnings in cloud-eape 
Hewn out by the winds ! 0 brave 
And subtle elements ! the Holy 
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Hath charged me hj jcm Tcdce with Mfy,* 
Enough, the mystic arrow leaves its wound. 
Return je to jour silenoes inborn. 

Or to jour inarticulated sound. 

Ad^. Zerah. 

Zerah. Wilt thou rebuke? 

God hath rebuked me, brother. — I am weak. 

Ador. Zerah, mj brother Zerah! — could I speak 
Of thee, 'twould be of love to thee. 

Zerah. Th j look 

Is fixed on earth, as mine upon th j fiace. 

Wliere shall I seek His? 

I have thrown 

One look upon earth, but one, 

Over the blue mountain-lines, 

Over the forests of palms and pines, 

Over the harvest-lands golden, 

Over the valle js that fold in 
The gardens and vines — 

He is not there. 

All these are unworthy 
Those footsteps to bear. 

Before which, bowing down 
I would fain quench the stars of m j crown 
In the dark of the earthy : 

Where shsJl I seek Him? 

No reply? 

Hath language left thy lips, to place 
Its vocal m thine eye ? 

Ador, Ador I are we come 
To a double portent, that 
Dumb matter grows articulate 

* ang&ls He charged with foUy.”— Iv. lA 
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And songM seraphi dumb f 
Ador, Adwl 

Adar. I constrain 

The passion of my sOenoe. Nona 
Of those places gazed upon 
Are gloomy enow to fit His pain. 

Unto Him, whose forming word 
G^ve to Nature flower and sward, 

She hath given back again, 

For the myrtle, the thorn, 

For the sylvan calm, the human scorn. 

Still, still, reluctant seraph, gaze beneath I 
There is a city— — 

Zerah. Temple and tower, 

Palace and purple would droop like a flower, 

(Or a cloud at our breath) 

If He neared in His state 
The outermost gate. 

Ador. Ah me, not so 

In the state of a Sang, did the victim go! 

And Thou who hangest mute of speech 

^Twizt heaven and earth, with forehead yet 
StainM by the bloody sweat, 

God! man! tiion hast foregone thy throne in each 
Zordh. Thine eyes behold Him ? 

Ador. Tea, below; 

Track the gazing of mine eyes. 

Naming Gk>d within thine heart 
That its weakness may depart 
And the vision rise. 

Seest thou yet, beloved? 

Zerah. I see 

Beyond the city, crosses three. 

And mortals thm that hang thereon, 
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’Ghast and silent to the snn. 

Round them blacken and welter a&d press 
Staring multitudes, whose father 
Adam was, whose brows are dark 
With his Gain’s corroded mark, 

Who curse with looks. Nay — ^let me rather 
Tmu unto the wilderness. 

Ador, Turn not God dwells with men. 

Tjerah, Above 

He dwells with angels, and they love. 

Can these love ? With the living’s pride 
They stare at those who die, — who hang 
In their sight and die. They bear the streak 
Of the crosses’ shadow, black not wide. 

To fall on their heads, as it swerves aside 
When the victims’ pang 

Hakes the dry wood creak. 

AdoT, The cross—the cross I 

Zerah. A woman kneels 

The mid cross under. 

With white lips asunder, 

And motion on each. 

They throb, as she feels. 

With a spasm, not a i^eech ; 

And her lids, close as sleep. 

Are less calm, for the eyes 
Have made room there to weep 
Drop on drop— 

Adar. Weep ? Weep blood. 

All women, all men 1 
He sweated it, He, 

For your pale womanhood 
And base manhood. Agree 
That these water-tears, then, 
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Are yain, moddng like laughter 
Weep blood I — Shall the flood 
Of sidt curses, whose form is the darkness, en roll 
Forward, on, from the strand of the storm-beaten 
years, 

And back from the rooks of the horrid hereafter, 
And np, in a. coil, from the present’s wrath-spring. 
Yea, down from the windows of heaven opening,—* 
Deep calling to deep as they meet on His soul, — 
And men weep only tears ? 

Zerah, Little drops in the lapse 1 
And yet, Ador, perhaps 
It is all that they can. 

Tears 1 the lovingest man 
Has no better bestowed 
Upon man. 

Ador, Nor on God, 

Zerah. Do all-givers need gifts f 
If the Giver said ‘ Give,’ the first motion would day 
Onr Immortals, the echo would ruin away 
The same worl^ which He made. Why, what angel 
uplifts 

Such a music, so clear, 

It pay seem in God’s ear 
Worth more than a woman’s hoarse weeping ? And 
thus. 

Pity tender as tears, I above thee would speak. 
Thou woman that weepesti weep unscomed of usl 
I, the tearless and pure, am but loving mid weak. 

Speaklow,mybrother,low, — andnotoflove^ 
Or human or angelic. Rather stand 
Before the throne of that Supreme above, 

In whose infinitude the secrecies 

Of thine own being lie hid, and lift thine hand 
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Exultant, saying, *Lord God, I am wisel*^ 

Than utter hert ‘I love.* 

ZeraK And yet thine eyes 

Do utter it. They melt in tender lights 
The tears of heaven. 

Ador. Of heaven. Ah me I 

ZeraK Adorl 

Ador, Say on. 

ZeroK. The cruoified are threei. 

Beloved, they are unlike. 

Ador, Unlike. 

ZeraK For one 

Is as a man who has sinned, and still 
Doth wear the wicked will, 

The hard malign life-energy, 

Tossed outward, in the parting soul’s disdain, 

On brow and lip that cannot change again. 

Ador, And one — 

Zerah. Has also sinned. 

And yet, (0 marvel!) doth the Spiiit*wind 
Blow white those waters! — ^Death upon his fiiM 
Is rather shine than shade, 

A tender shine by looks beloved made. 

He seemeth dying in a quiet place. 

And less by iron wounds in hands and feet 
Than heart-broke by new joy too sudden and sweet 
Ador, Andoira! — 

ZeraK And onx^ 

Ador. . Why dost thou pauset 

Zerah. God! God! 

O Spirit of my spirit ! who movest 
Through seraph veins in burning deity 
To light the quenchless pulses! — 

Ador. But hast trod 
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the depths of Ic ye in Th j pecnliar natoro, 

And not in any Thoa hast made and lovest 
In njuTOW seri^h hearts 1 — 

2^ah, Above, Oreatort 

Within, Upholder I 
Ador, And beloir, below, 

The creature's and the npholden's sacrifice 1 
ZeraK Why do I pause I — 

Ador. There is a silentneft 

ihat answers thee enow, — 

That, like a brazen sound 
Excluding others, doth ensheathe us round, — 
Hear it! It is not from the visible ddes 
Though they are still, 

Unconscious that their own dropped dews express 
The light of heaven on every earthly hill. 

It is not from the hills, though calm and bare 
They, since their first creation. 

Through midnight cloud or morning's glittering lii 
Or the deep deluge blindness towards the place 
Whence th^ed the mystic word's creative grace. 
And whence again shall come 
The word that uncreates, 

Have lift their brows in voiceless expectation. 

It is not from the places that entomb 
Man's dead — though common Silence there dilates 
Her soul to grand proportions, worthily 
To fill life's vacant room. 

Not there — ^not there ! 

Nor yet within those chambers lieth He 
A dead One in His living world ! his south 
And west winds blowing over earth and sea, 

And not a breath on that creating Mouth. 

But now, — a silence keeps 
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(Not death'B, nor sleep's) 

The lips whose whispered word 
roll the thnnders round reverberated. 

Silent art Thou, 0 mj Lord, 

Bowing down thy stricken headl 
Fearest thou, a groiui of thine 
Would make the pulse of thy creation fiul 
As thine own pulse ? — would rend the veil 
Of visible things, and let the flood 
Of the unseen light, the essential Gk>d, 

Rush in to whelm the undivine? — 

Thy silence, to my thinking, is as dread. 

Zerah. 0 silence 1 

AAor. Doth it say to thee^tbe 

Slow-leaming seraph? 

Zerah, I have learnt. 

Ador, The flame 

Perishes in thine eyes. 

Zerah, He opened His, 

And looked. 1 cannot bear — 

Ador, Their agony ? 

Zerah, Their love. God’s depth is in them. From 
his brows 

White, terrible in meekness, didst thou see 
The lifted eyes unclose ? 

He is God, seraph ! Look no more on me, 

0 G^d — I am not God. 

Ador, The loving is 

Sublimed within them by the sorrowM. 

In Heaven we could sustain them. 

Zerah, Heaven is dnlt 

nine Ador, to man’s earth. The light that burns 
In fluent, refluent motion 
Along the crystal ocean; 
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The springing of the golden harps between 
The bowery wings, in fountains of sweet sound; 
The winding, wandering musio that returns 
'Upon itself, exultingly self-bound 
In the great spheric round 

Of everlasting praises ; 

The GK>d-thoughts in our midst that intervene^ 
Visibly flashing from the supreme throne 
Full in seraphic faces 
Till each astonishes the other, grown 
More beautiftd with worship and delight I 
My heaven I my home of heaven I my infinite 
Heaven-choirs ! w'bat are ye to this dust and death, 
This cloud, this cold, these tears, this failing breath, 
Where God’s immortal love now issueth 
In this man’s woe ? 

Ador, His eyes are very deep yet calm. 

Zerah, Ho more 

On me^ Jehovah-man — 

Ador. Oalm-deep. They show 

A passion which is tranquil. They are seeing 
Ho earth, no heaven, no men that slay and curse, 
No seraphs that adore ; 

Their gaze is on the invisible, the dread, 

The things we cannot view or think or speak. 
Because we are too happy, or too weak, — 

The sea of ill, for which the universe 
With aU its pilM space, can find no shore, 

With all its life, no living foot to tread I 
But He, accomplished in Jehovah-being, 

Sustains the gaze adown. 

Conceives the vast despair. 

And feels the billowy griefs come up to drown, 
Nor lears, nor faints, nor fails, till ail be finished. 

VOL. I. — 8 
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ZvraK, Thus, do I find thee thus? Mj nndimhxSshed 
And undimini^able God ! — my God ! 

The echoes are still tremnlons along 
The heavenly moantams, of the latest song 
Thy manifested glory swept abroad 
In mshing past onr lips! they echo aye 
* Oreator, Thon art strong ! — 

Creator, Thou art blessed over all.’ 

By what new utterance shtdl I now reoall, 
Unteaching the heaven-echoes 1 dare I say, 

‘ Oreator, Thou art feebler than thy work! 

Oreator, Thou art sadder than thy creature I 
A worm, and not a man, 

Tea, no worm, but a curse ?’ — 

I dare not, so, mine heavenly phrase reverse. 
Albeit the piercing thorn and thistle-fork 
(Whose seed disordered ran 
From Eve’s hand trembling when the curse did reach 
her) 

Be garnered darklier in Thy soul, the rod 
That smites Thee never blossoming, and Thou 
Grief-bearer for thy world, with unkinged brow— 

I leave to men their song of Ichabod. 

I have an angel-tongue — I know but praise. 

Ador, Hereaftershalltheblood-boughtcaptivesraiss 
The passion-song of blood. 

Zerah, And toe, extend 

Our holy vacant hands towards the Throne, 
Crying ‘ We have no music 1’ 

Ador, Rather, blend 

Both musics into one. 
llie sanctities and sanctified above 
Shall each to each, with lifted looks serene, 

Thmr shining faces lean, 
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And mix their adoring breath 
And breathe the fall thanksgiving. 

ZeraK But the love-^ 

The love, mine Ador! 

Ador, Do we love not? 

Zerah. Yea, 

But not as man diall I not with life for death, 
New-throbbing through the startled being! not 
With strange astonished smiles, that ever may 
Gush passionate like tears that fill their place! 

Nor yet with speechless memories of what 
Earth’s winters were, enverduring the green 
Of every heavenly palm 
Whose windless, shadeless calm 
Moves only at the breath of the Unseen. 

Oh, not with this blood on us— and this face,—* 
Still, haply, pale with sorrow that it bore 
In our behalf, and tender evermore 
With nature all our own, upon us gaangl — : 

Nor yet with these forgiving hands upraising 
Their unrepro^hful wounds, alone to bless! 

Alas, Creator i shall we love Thee less 
Than mortals shall? 

Ador, Amen! so let it be. 

We love in our proportion — ^to the bound 
Thine infinite our finite set around. 

And that is fini^y, — Thou, infinite 
And worthy infinite love ! And our delight 
Is watching the dear love poured out to Thee 
From ever fuller chalice. Blessed they. 

Who love Thee more than we dp! blessed we, 
Viewing that love which shall exceed even this, 
And winning in the sight, a double bliss, 

For all so lost in love’s supremacy ! 
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The bliss is better. Only on the sad 
Gold earth there are who saj 
It seemeth better to be great than glad. 

The bliss is better. Love Him more, O man, 

Than sinless seraphs can. 

Zerah, Tea, love Him more. 

Yoice$ of the a'ngelie imdUVude, Yea, more. 

Ador^ The loving word 

Is caught by those from whom we stand apart 
For Silence hath no deepness in her heart 
Where love’s low name low breathed would not be 
heard 

By angels, clear as thnnder. 

Angelic coieee. Love him more ! 

A^. Sweet voices, swooning o’er 
The mnsic which ye make ! 

Albeit to love there were not ever given 
A monrnfol sotmd when uttered out of heaven. 
That angel-sadness ye would fitly take. 

Of love be silent now I we gaze adown 
Upon the incarnate Love who wears no orowHi 

Zerah, No crown I the woe instead 
Is heavy on His head. 

Pressing inward on his brain 
With a hot and clinging pain, 

Till all tears are prest away. 

And clear and calm his vidon may 
Peruse the black abyss. 

No rod, no sceptre is 
Holden in his fingers pfde; 

They close instead upon the nail, 
Ooncealing the sharp dole— 

Never stirring to put by 
The fair hair peaked with blood. 


Digitized by Google 



THB 8X1CAPHI1I. 


117 


Drooping forward fh>m the rood 
Helplessly, heavily, 

On the cheek that waxeth colder. 

Whiter ever, — ^and the shoulder 
Where the government was laid. 

His glory made the Heavens afraid; 

Will he not unearth this cross from its hole! 
His pity makes his piteous state; 

Will he be uncompassionate 
Alone to his proper soul? 

Yea, wiQ he not lift up 
His lips from the bitter cup, 

His brows from the dreary weight, 

His hand from the clenching cross, 
Crying, ‘My Father, give to me 
Again the joy I had with Thee, 

Or ere this earth was made for lossf^ — 

Ho stir — no sound I 
The love and woe being interwound 
He cleaveth to the woe. 

And putteth forth heaven's strength below—' 
To bear. 

Adw. And that creates his anguish now. 

Which made his glory there. 

ZeraK Shall it indeed be so? 

Awake, thou Earth I behold I 
Thou, uttered forth of old 
In all thy life-emotion, 

In all thy vernal noises, 

In the rollings of thine ocean, 

Leaping founts, and rivers running,— 
In thy woods’ prophetic heaving 
Ere the rains a stroke have given. 

In thy winds’ exultant voices 
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When they fasl tlie hills anear, 

In the firmamental sunning, 

And the tempest which r^oioes 
Thy Ml heart with an awful cheerl 
Thou, uttered forth of old 
And with all thy music rolled 
In a breath abroad 
By the breathing God, — 

Awake I He is here 1 behold 1 
Even thou — 

beseems it good 
To thy vacant vMon dim. 

That the deathly ruin should 
For thy sake, encompass Him? 

That the Master-word should lie 
A mere silence, while His own 
Processive harmony. 

The faintest echo of His lightest toiM^ 
Is sweeping in a choral triumph by ? 

Awake I emit a cry I 
And say, albeit used 
From Adam's ancient years 
To falls acrid tears. 

To frequent sighs unloosed, 

Oaught back to press again 
On bosoms zoned with pmn-* 

To corses still and suBen 
The shine and mude duUing 
With clos^ eyes and ears 
That nothing sweet can enter, 
Oommoving thee no less 
With that forced quietness^ 

Than the earthqut^e in thy centre— 
Thou hast not learnt to bear 
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This new divine despair I 
These tears that sink into tiiee, 

These dying eyes that view thee, 

This dropping blood from lifted rood, 
They darken and undo thee I 
Thou canst not, presently, sustain this corset 
Ory, cry, thou hast not force ! 

Ory, thou wouldst fainer keep 
Thy hopeless charnels deep, 

Thyself a general tomb — 

VfhevQ the first and the second Death 

Sit gazing face to face 

And mar each other’s breath, 

While silent bones through all the place, 
^eath sun and moon do fdntly glisten, 

And seem to lie and listen 
For the tramp of the coming Doom. 

Is it not meet 

That they who erst the Eden fruit did ess. 
Should champ the ashes? 

That they who wrapt them in the thunder-oioud 
Should wear it as a shroud. 

Perishing by its flashes? 

That they who vexed the lion, should be rent 
Ory, ory — ‘ I will sustain my punishment. 

The sin being mine ! but take away from me 
This visioned Dread — ^this Man — ^t^ Deity.* 
Earth, I have groaned — have travailed — 1 
am weary, 

[ am blind with mine own grief, and cannot see, 

As clear-eyed angels can. His agony : 

And what I see I also can sustain. 

Because His power protects me from His pain. 

( have groaned'— 1 have travailed — I am dreary. 
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Harkoning the thick sobs of my children’s heart. 

How can I say ‘Depart’ 

To that Atoner making calm and free! 

Am 1 a Gk)d as He, 

To lay down peace and power as willingly? 

Ador, He looked for some to pity. There is none 
All pity is within Him, and not for Hun. 

His earth is iron under Him, and o’er Him 
His skies are brass. 

His seraphs cry ‘Alas’ 

With halleliyah voice that cannot weep. 

And man, for whom the dreadful work is done— 
SGorr^fiil fxnces from the Barth. If verily this U 
the Eternal’s son — 

Ador. Thou hearest I — man is gratefid ! 

Zerah. Oan I hear. 

Nor darken into man and cease for ever 
My seraph-smile to wear ? 

Was it for such, 

It pleased Him to overleap 
His glory with His love, and sever 
From the God-light and the throne 
And all angels bowing down, 

For whom His every look did touch 
New notes of joy on the unworn string 
Of an eternal worshipping ? 

For such. He left His heaven f 
There, though never bought by blood 
And tears, we gave Him gratitude I 
We loved Him there, though unfbrgiven * 
Ador. The light is riven 
Above, around. 

And down in lurid fragments f ung. 

That catch the mountain peak and stream 
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With momentary gleam, 

Then perish in the water and the ground. 

Biver and waterfall, 

Forest and wilderness, 

Mountain and city, are together wrung 
Into one shape, and that is shapelessness ; 

The darkness stands for alL 
Zerah, The pathos hath the day undone : 

The death-look of His eyes 
Hath overcome the sun. 

And made it sicken in its narrow skies. 

Ador, Is it to death? He dieth. 

ZeraK Through the dark| 

He still, He only, is discernible — 

The naked hands and feet transfixed stark 
The countenance of patient anguish white 
Do make themselves a light 
More dreadful than the glooms which round them 
dwell, 

And therein do they shine. 

Ador. God! Father-God 1 

Perpetual Badiance on the radiant shrone I 
Uplift the lids of inward Deity, 

Flashing abroad 
Thy burning Infinite! 

Light up this dark, where there is nought to see^ 
Except the unimagined agony 
Upon the sinless forehead of the Son. 

Zerah. GK)d, tarry not! Behold enow 
Hath He wandered as a stranger, 

Sorrowed as a victim. Thou 
Appear for Him, 0 Father ! 

Appear for Him, Avenger! 

Appear for Him, just One, and holy One, 
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For He is holy and just I 
At once the darkness and dishonour rathe^r 
To the ragged jaws of hungry chaos rake, 

And hurl aback to ancient dust 
These mortids that make blasphemies 
With their made breath t this earth and skies 
That only grow a little dim, 

Seeing their curse on Him I 
But Him, of all forsaken. 

Of creature and of brother. 

Never wilt Thou forsake 1 
Thy living and Thy loving cannot slacken 
Their firm essential hold upon each other — 

And well Thou dost remember how His part 
Was still to lie upon Thy breast and be 
Partaker of the light that dwelt in Thee 
Ere sun or seraph shone : 

And how while silence trembled round the throne 
Thou countedst by the beatings of His heart 
The moments of Thine own eternity 1 
Awaken, 

0 right Hand with &e lightnings I Again gather 
His glory to thy glory I What estranger, 

What ill supreme in evil, can be thrust 
Between the MthM Father and the Sont 
Appear for Him, O Father! 

Appear for Him, Avenger I 
Appear for Him, just One and holy One, 

For He is holy and just 

Ador. Thy face, upturned towards the throni^ 
dark-— 

Thou hast no answer, Zerah. 

Zerah, No reply, 

O unforsaking Father?— 
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Ador, Harkl 

Instead of downward voice, a crj 
Is nttered from beneath. 

Zerah. And a sharper sonnd than death| ' 
Mine immortality is riven. 

The heavy darkness which doth tent the dcy, 
Floats backward as by a sudden wind — 

But I see no light behind I 
But 1 feel the farthest stars are all 
Stricken and shaken, 

And I know a shadow sad and broad, 

Doth faU— dolii fall 
On our vacant thrones in heavem 

Voice from the Gross. My God, My Gob, 

Why hast Thotj he fobsaeeh? 

The Earth. Ah me, ah me, ah me! the dreadltu 
why I 

My sin is on Thee, sinless One ! Thon art 
Q^-orphaned, for my burden on Thy head. 

Dark sin, white innocence, endurance dread I 
Be still, within your shrouds, my buried dead — 
Nor work with this quick horror round mine heart I 
ZsmA Ee hath forsaken Eimj I perish — 

Adior. Hold 

Upon his name I we perish not. Of did 
His will— 

Zerah. I seek His will. Seek, seraphim! 

My God, my Gk>d! where is itt Doth that curse 
Reverberate spare ns, seraph or universe t 
He hath forsaken Him. 

Ador, He cannot fail. 

Angti Voices. We faint, we droop— 

Our love doth tremble like fear. 
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Voices of Fallen AngeUfrom the eaerth. Do wt 
prevail ? 

Or are we lost? — ^Hath not the ill we did 
Been heretofore our good ? 

Is it not ill that One, all sinless, should 
Hang heavy with all curses on a cross ? 

Nathless, that cry 1 — With hnddled faces hid 
Within the empty graves which men did scoop 
To hold more damned dead, we shudder through 
What shall exalt us or undo, — 

Our triumph, or— our loss. 

Voice from the Cross. It is finished* 

Zerah. Hark, again 

Like a victor, speaks the Slain. 

Angel Voices, Finished be the trembling vain I 
Ador. Upward, like a well-loved Son, 

Looketh He, the orphaned One. 

Angel Voices, Finished is the mystic pain I 
Voicos <f FaUen Angels. His deathly forehead at 
the word, 

Gleameth like a seraph sword, 

Angel Voices, Finished is the demon reign 1 
Ador, His breath, as living God, createth. 

His breath, as dying man, completeth* 
Angel Voices, Finished work His hands sustain} 
The Forth, In mine ancient sepulchres 
Where my kings and prophets freeze, 

Adam dead four thousand years, 

Unwkened by the universe’s 
Everlasting moan. 

Aye Ms ghastly silence, mocking — 
Unwakened by his children’s knocking 
At his old sepulchral stone, 

^ Adam, Adam, all this curse is 
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Thine and on ns yet!’ — 

Unwakened by the ceaseless tears 
Wherewith they made his cerement wet 
‘ Adam, must thy curse remain 
Starts with sudden life, and hears 
Through the slow dripping of the cavemed eaves, — 
Angel Voices. Finished is his bane ! 

Voice from the Cross. FatbebI my spibittothini 

HANDS IS OIYEN ! 

Ador. Hear the wailing winds that be 
By wings of unclean spirits made I 
They, in that last look, surveyed 
Tlie love they lost in losing heaven, 

And passionately flee, — 

With a desolate cry that cleaves 

The natural storms — ^though tJiey are lifting 

God’s strong cedar-roots like leaves, 

And the earthquake and the thunder. 

Neither keeping neither under. 

Roar and hurtle through the glooms!-— 

And a few pale stars are drifting 
Past the Dark, to disappear. 

What time, from the splitting tombs, 

Gleamingly the Dead arise. 

Viewing vdth their death-calmed eyes 
The elemental strate^es. 

To witness. Victory is the Lord’s. 

Hear the wail o’ the spirits! hear. 

Zorah. I hear alone the memory of ^ worda 
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EPILOGUE. 

L 

M7 song is done. 

Mj voice that long hath faltered, ^all be still. 
The mystio darkness drops from Calvary’s hiU 
Into the common light of this day’s son. 

II. 

I see no more Thy cross, O holy Slain I 
I hear no more the horror and the coil 
Of the great world's turmoil, 

Feeling thy countenance too stilly — ^nor yeU 
Of demons sweeping past it to their prison. 

The skies, that turned to darkness with Thy pain 
Make now a summer’s day, — 

And on my changM ear, that sabbath-bell 
Becords how Ohbist is bisbst. 

III. 

And I — ah I what am I 
To counterfeit, with faculty earth-darkenedy 
Seraphic brows of light 

And seraph language never used or harkened? 
Ah me I what word that seraphs say, could com# 
From mouth so used to sighs — so soon to lie 
Sighless, because then breathless, in the tomb ? 


IV. 

Bright ministers of God and grace !-—of grace 
Because of God ! — whether ye bow adown 
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In your own heaven, before the living face 
Of Him who died, and deathless wears the crown— 
Or whether at this hour, ye haply are 
Anear, around me, hiding in the night 
Of this permitted ignorance your light, 

This feebleness to spare, — 

Forgive me, that mine earthly heart should dare 
Shape images Of unincamate spirits. 

And lay upon their burning lips a thought 
Oold with the weeping which mine earth inherits. 
And though ye find in such hoarse music wrought 
To copy yours, a cadence all the while 
Of sin and sorrow — only pitying sinile 1 — 

Ye krow to pity, weU. 


V. 

/too may haply smile another day 
At the fii^ recollection of this lay. 

When Gk>d.may call me in your midst to dwell. 
To hear your most sweet music’s miracle 
And see your wondrous faces. May it be I 
For His remembered sake, the Slain on rood, 
Who rolled his earthly garment red in blood 
(Treading the wine-press) that the weak, like me, 
Before his heavenly throne should walk in white. 
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pBBSom or Tint dbaxa. 
Pbombthsub. Hephjktob. 

OoBAKira. lo, dsagbter of Inaohtti. 

Hbbi» Btbbmotb mnd Fobob. 

Chobob of Ocean NjmpbB. 


BOBHB.— flTBBHGTH CUld FOBOB, HRPHJBBTim OfUf PBOBBrnBOak Ol 
Ui« Books, 

Strength, We reach the utmost limit of the earth. 
The Scythian track, the desert without man, 

And now, Hephsestua, thou must needs fulfil 
The. mandate of our father, and with links 
Indissoluble of adamantine chains, 

Fasten against this beetling precipice 
This guilty god. Because he filched away 
Thine own bright flower, the glory of plastic fire, 
And gifted mortals with it, — such a sin 
It doth behove he expiate to the gods, 

Learning to accept the empery of Zeus 
And leave off his old trick of loving man* 
HephcBstua, O Strength and Force, — ^for you, our 
Zeus’s will 

Presents a deed for doing, no more ! — ^but 
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I lack yonr daring, np this storm-rent chasin 
To fix with violent hands a kindred god, — 

Howbeit necessity compels me so 
That 1 most dare it— and onr Zeus commands 
With a most inevitable word. Ho, thou 1 
lligh-tlioughtod son of Themis who is sago I 
Thee loth, I loth must rivet fast in chains 
Against this rocky height unclomb by man, 

Where never human voice nor face shall find 
Out thee who lov’st them, and thy beauty’s flowery 
Scorched in the sun’s clear heat, shall fade away. 
Night shall come up with garniture of stag's 
To comfort thee with shadow, and the sun 
Disperse with retrickt beams the morning-frosts. 
But through all changes, sense of present woe 
Shall vex thee sore, because with none of them 
There comes a hand to free. 8uch fruit is plucked. 
From love of man 1 — and in that thou, a god. 

Didst brave the wrath of gods and give away 
Undue respect to mortals, for that crime 
Thou art a(\judged to guard this joyless rock, 

Erect, unslumbering, bending not the knee, 

And many a cry and unavailing moan 
To utter on the air. For Zeus is stem, 

And new-made kings are cmeL 
Strength. Be it so. 

Why, loiter in vain pity? Why not hate 
god the gods hate ?-- one too who betrayed 
Tliy glory unto men? 

Hephmtue. An awful thing 

Is kinship joined to friendship. 

Strength, Grant it be ; 

[s disobedience to the Father’s word 
A P 'Mssible thing? Dost (juail not more for that! 
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Hephastus, Thou, at least, art a stem one I eref 
bold. 

Strength. Why, if I wept, it were no remedy. 
And do not than spend labour on the air 
To bootless uses. 

Hephmtm. Oursed handicraft! 

I cnrse and hate thee, O my craft! 

SVrmgth. Why hate 

Thy crc^ most plainly innocent of all 
These pending ills ? 

Hep?MBstu8. I would some other hand 

Were here to work it! 

Strength. All work hath its paij, 

Except to rule the gods. There is none free 
Except King Zeus. 

Eephmtvs. I know it very well : 

I argue not against it. 

Strength. Why not, then, 

Make haste and lock the fetters over him, 

Lest Zeus behold thee lagging? 

H^hmim. Here be chains. 

Zeus may behold these. 

Strength. Seize him, — strike amain 

Strike with the hammer on each side his hands— 
Rivet him to the rock. 

Reph<B8tU8. The work is done, 

And thoroughly done. 

Strength. Still faster grapple him,- 

Wedge him in deeper, — leave no inch to stir! 

He’s terrible for finding a way out. 

From the irremediable; 

HephoBstue. Here’s an arm, at leasts 

Cfrappled past freeing. 

Strength. Now, then, buckle me 
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The other securelj. Let this wise one leant 
He^s duller than our Zens. 

HepJuBstvs. Oh, none but be 

Accuse me justly 1 

Strength, Now, straight through the cbest| 
Take him and bite him with the clenching tooth 
Of the adamantine wedge, and rivet him- 
Eephmtvs. Alas, Prometheus, what thou suferest 
here 

I sorrow over. 

Strength, Dost thou flinch again, 

And breathe groans for the enemies of Zeus? 
Beware lest thine own pity find thee out. 

HephcBetue, Thou dost behold a spectacle that turns 
The sight o* the eyes to pity. 

Strength, I behold 

A sinner suffer his sin’s penalty. 

But lash the thongs about his sides. 

HephcBstus, So much, 

I must do. Urge no farther than I must 
St/rength, Ay, but I voill urge 1 — and, with shout 
on shout, 

Will hound thee at this quarry. Get thee down 
And ring amain the iron round his legs. 

Hephaetue, That work was not long doing. 
Strength, Heavily now 

Let fall the strokes upon the perforant gyves. 

For He who rates the work has a heavy hand. 
Hephceetue, Thy speech is savage as thy shape. 
Strength. Be thou 

Gentle and tender I but revile not me 
For the firm will and the untruckling hate. 
Heph<B8tus, Let us go. He is netted round with 
chains. 
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SPrength, Here, now, taunt on I and having spoiled 
the gods 

Of honours, crown withal thy mortal men 
•Who live a whole day out. Why how could tAay 
Draw off from thee one single of thy griefs? 
Methinks the Dasmons gave thee a wrong name, 
Prometheui^ which means Providence, — ^because 
Thou dost thyself need providence to see 
Thy roll and ruin from the top of doom. 
Promethms {alone). O holy .^ther, and swifl 
winged Winds. 

And Kiver-wells, and laughter innumerous 
Of yon searwaves ! Earth, mother of us all, 

And all-viewing cyclic Sun, I cry on you, — 

Behold me a god, what I endure from gods ! 
Behold, with throe on throe. 

How, wasted by this woe, 

I wrestle down the myriad years of time ! 

Behold, how fast around me. 

The new King of the happy ones sublime 
Has flung the chain he forged, has shamed and 
bound me I 

Woe, woe 1 to-day’s woe and the coming mor- 
row’s, 

I cover with one groan. And where is found me 
A limit to these sorrows? 

And yet what word do I say ? I have foreknown 
Clearly all things that should be ; nothing done 
Comes sudden to my soul — and I must bear 
What is ordained with patience, being aware 
Kecessity doth front the universe 
With an invincible gesture. Yet this curse 
Which strikes me now, I find it hard to brave 
In silence or in speech. Because I gave 
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Honour to mortals, I have yoked my soul 
To this compelling fate. Because I stole 
The secret fount of fire, whose bubbles went 
Over the ferule’s brim, and mjmward sent 
Art’s mighty means and perfect rudiment, 

That sin I expiate in this agony, 

Hung here in fetters, ’neath the blanching sky* 
Ah, ah me I what a sound, 

What a fragrance sweeps up from a pinion unseen 
Of a god, or a mortal, or nature between. 
Sweeping up to this rock where the earth has hei 
bound, 

To have sight of my pangs, or some guerdon obtatn — 
Lo, a god in the anguish, a god in the chain! 

The god, Zeus liateth sore 
And his gods hate again. 

As many as tread on his glorified floor. 

Because I loved mortals too much evermore. 

Alas me! what a murmur and motion I hear, 

As of birds flying near I 
And the air undersings 
The light stroke of their wings — 

And all life that approaches I wait for in fear. 

ChoTUfi of %ea nymphs^ 1st strophe. 

Fear nothing I our troop 
Floats lovingly up 
With a quick-oaring stroke 
Of wings steered to the rock, 

Having softened the soul of our father below ! 

For the gales of swift-bearing have sent me a sound 
And the clank of the iron, the malleted blow. 
Smote down the profound 
Of my caverns of old. 
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And struck the red li^t in n blush from my brow,— 
Till 1 sprang up unsaudalled, in haste to behold, 
And rushed forth on my chariot of wings manifold, 

Prometheus, Alas me I — alas me! 

Ye offspring of Tethys who bore at her breast 
Many children, and eke of Oceanns, — he, 

Culling still around earth with perpetual unrest! 
Behold me and see 
How transfixed with the fang 
Of a fetter I hang 

On the high-jutting rocks of this fissure, and keep 
An uncoveted watch o’er the world and the deep 

Chorus,, 1st antistrophe, 

I behold thee, Prometheus — ^yet now, yet now, 

A terrible cloud whose rain is tears 
Sweeps over mine eyes that witness how 
Thy body appears 

Hung awaste on the rocks by infrangible chains! 
For new is the Hand and the rudder that steers 
The ship of Olympus through surge and wind — 
And of old thin^ passed, no track is behind, 

Prometheus, Under earth, under Hades 
Where the home of the shade is. 

All into the deep, deep Tartarus, 

I would he had hurled me adown ! 

£ would he had plunged me, fastened thus 
In the knotted chain with the savage clang. 

All into the dark, where there should be none, 
Neither god nor another, to laugh and see ! 

But now the winds sing through and shake 
Tl\e hm'tling chains wherein I hang, — 
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And I, in my naked sorrows, make 
Much mirth for my enemy. 

ChortLS^ 2nd strophe, 

Nay I who of the gods hath a heart so stem 
As to use thy woe for a mock and mirth? 

Who would not turn more mild to learn 
Thy sorrows? who, of the heaven and earth, 
Save Zeus? But he 
Eight wrathfuUy 
Bears on his sceptral soul unbent. 

And rules thereby the heavenly seed, 

Nor will he pause till he content 
His thirsty heart in a finished deed; 

Or till another shall appear, 

To win by fraud, to seize by fear 
The hard-to-be-captured government. 

Frometheus, Yet even of me he shall have need 
That monai'ch of the blessed seed, 

Of me, of me, who now am cursed 
By his fetters dire, — 

To wring my secret out withal 

And learn by whom his sceptre shall 

Be filched from him — ^as was, at first, 

His heavenly fire. 

But he never shall enchant me 
With his honey-lipped persuasion I 
Never, never shall he daunt me 
With the oath and threat of passion, 

Into speaking as they want me, 

Till he loose this savage chain, 

And accept the expiation 
Of my sorrow in his pain. 
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ChoruB^ 2nd antistraphe, 

Thon art, sooth, a brave god, 

And, for all tbon hast borne 
From tbe stroke of the rod, 

Nought relaxest from scorn I 
But thou speakest unto me 
Too free and imwom ; 

And a terror strikes through me 
And festers in mj soul 
And I fear, in the roll 
Of the storm, for thy fhte 
* In the ship far from shore I 
Since the son of Satumius is hard in his hate 
And unmoved is his heart evermore. 

Prometheus. 1 know that Zeus is stem, 

I know he metes his justice by his will. 

And yet, his soul shall learn 

More softness when once broken by this ill,— 

And curbing his unconquerable vaunt 
He shall rush on in fear to meet with me 
Who rush to meet with him in agony, 

To issues of harmonious covenant. 

Chorus. Remove the veil from all things and relate 
The story to us, — of what crime accused, 

Zeus smites thee with dishonourable pangs. 

Speak I if to teach us do not grieve thyself 
Prometheus. The utterance of these things is tor« 
ture to me. 

But so, too, is their silence! each way lies 
Woe strong as fate. 

When gods began with wrathi 
And war rose up between their starry brows. 

Some choosing to cast Chronos from his thioue 
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That Zens might king it thore, and some in haste 
With opposite oaths that they would have no Zeus 
To rule the gods for ever, — I, who brought 
The counsel I thought meetest, could not move 
The Titans, children of the Heaven and Earth, 
What time, disdaining in their rugged souls 
My subtle machinations they assumed 
It was an easy thing for force to take 
The mastery of fate. My mother, then^ 

Who is called not only Themis but Earth too, 

(Her single beauty joys in many names) 

Did teach me with reiterant prophecy 

What future should be, — ^and how conquering gods 

Should not prevail by strength and violence. 

But by guile only. When I told them so, 

They would not deign to contemplate the truth 
On all sides round, — whereat I deemed it best 
To lead my willing mother upwardly, 

And set my Themis face to face with ZeiTs 
As willing to receive her. Tartarus, 

With its abysmal cloister of the Dark, 

Because I gave that counsel, covers up 
Ihe antique Ghronos and his siding hosts. 

And, by that counsel helped, the king of gods 
Hath recompensed me with these bitter pangs I 
For kingship wears a cancer at the heart, — 
Distrust in fnendship. Do ye also ask. 

What crime it is for which he tortures me — 

That shall be clear before you. When at first 
He filled his father's throne, he instantly 
Made various gifts of glory to the gods. 

And dealt the empire out. Alone of men, 

Of miserable men, he took no count. 

But yearned to sweep their track oli from the world, 
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And plant a newer race there. Kot a god 
Resisted such desire except myself* I 
I dared it ! I drew mortals l^ck to light, 

From meditated ruin deep as hell I 

For which wrong, I am bent down in these pangs 

Dreadful to suffer, mournM to behold, — 

And I, who pitied man, am thought myself 
Unworthy of pity, — ^while I render out 
Deep rhythms of anguish ^neath the harping haztd 
That strikes me thus I — a sight to shame your Zeus 

Chorus, Hard as thy chains, and cold as all thesi 
rocks. 

Is he, Prometheus, who withholds his heart 
From joining in thy woe. I yearned before 
To fly this sight — ^and, now I gaze on it, 

I sicken inwards. 

Prometheus, To my fnends, indeed, 

I must be a sad sight. 

Chorus, And didst thou sin 

N’o more than so ? 

Prometheus, I did restrain besides 
My mortals from premeditating death. 

Chorus, How didst thou medicine the plague-fear 
of death ? 

Prometheus, I set blind Hopes to inhabit in their 
house. 

Chorus, By that gift, thou didst help thy mortala 
well. 

Prometheus, I gave them also, — fire. 

Chorus, And have they now 

Those creatures of a day, the red-eyed fire? 

Proraethe'iis, They havel and shall learn by it^ 
many arts. 

Chorus, And, truly, for such sins Zeus tortare»thee, 
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And will remit no angnish? Is there set 
No limit before thee to thine agony? 

Frametheus, Noolherl only what seemsgood to hik 
CJioru9, And how will it seem good ? what hops 
remains? 

Seest thou not that thon hast sinned ? Bnt that then 
hast sinned 

It glads me not to speak o£^ and grieves thee — 
Then let it pass irom both I and seek thyself 
8ome outlet from distress. 

Fromstheus. It is in truth 

An easy thing to stand aloof from pain 
And lavish exhortation and advice 
On one vexed sorely by it. I have known 
All in prevision. By my choice, my choice, 

I freely sinned — I wiU confess my sin — 

And helping mortals, found mine own despair. 

1 did not think indeed that I should pine 
Beneath such pangs against such skiey rocks, 
Doomed to this drear hill and no neighbouring 
Of any life I — ^but mourn not ye for griefs 
I bear to-day I — ^hear rather, dropping down 
To the plain, how other woes creep on to me, 

And learn the consummation of my doom. 

Beseech you, nymphs, beseech you, grieve for me 
Who now am grieving ! — for Grief walks the earth, 
And Ats down at the foot of each by turns. 

GTiorm, We hear the deep clash of thy words, 
Prometheus, and obey I 
And I spring with a rapid foot away 
From the rushing car and the holy air. 

The track of birds — 

And I drop to the rugged ground and there 
Await the tale of thy despair. 
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Enter Ookawb. 

Oceanus^ I reach the bourne of my weary road, 
Where I may see and answer thee, 
Prometheus, in thine agony I 
On the back of the quick-winged bird I glode 
And 1 bridled him in 
With the will of a god! 

Behold thy sorrow aches in me, 

Constrained by the force of kin. 

Nay, though that tie were all undone, 

For the life of none beneath the sun, 

Would I seek a larger benison 
Than I seek for thine I 
And thou shalt learn my words are truth,— 
That no fair parlance of the mouth 
Grows falsely out of mine. 

Now give me a deed to prove my faith, — 

For no faster friend is named in breath 
Than I, Oceanus, am thine. 

Prometheus, Ha! what has brought thee? Hast 
thou also come 

To look upon my woe? How hast thou dared 
To leave the depths called after thee, the caves 
Self-hewn and self-roofed with spontaneous rock. 
To visit earth, the mother of my chain ? 

Hast come indeed to view my doom and mourn 
That I should sorrow thus ? Gaze on, and see 
How I, the fast friend of your Zeus, — how 1 
The erector of the empire in his hand, — 

Am bent beneath that hand, in this despair ! 

Oceanus, Prometheus, I behold, — ^and I would fun 
Exhort thee, though already subtle enough. 

To a better wisdom. Titan, know thyselJ^ 

And take new softness to thy manners, since 
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A new king rules the gods. If words like these. 
Harsh words and trenchant^ thon wilt fling abroad, 
Zeus haply, though he sit so far and high, 

May hear thee do it, and, so, this wrath of his 
Which now affects thee fiercely, shall appear 
A mere child’s sport at vengeance. Wretched god, 
Rather dismiss the pasaon which Hiou hast, 

And seek a change from grief. Perhaps I seem 
To address thee with old saws and outworn sense,— 
Yet such a curse, Prometheus, surely waits 
On lips tliat speak too proudly I — ^thou, meantime. 
Art none the meeker, nor dost yield a jot 
To evil circumstance, preparing still 
To swell the account of grief with other griefe 
Than what are borne. Beseech thee, use me then 
For counsel I do not spurn against the pricks, — 
Seeing that who reigns, reigns by cruelty 
Instead of right And now, I go from hence. 

And will endeavour if a power of mine 
Can break thy fetters through. For thee, — ^be calm, 
And smooth thy words from passion. Ehowest thon 
not 

Of perfect knowledge, thou who knowest too much, 
That where the tongue wags, ruin never lags? 
Prometheus, I gratulate thee who hast shared and 
dared 

All things with me, except their penalty! 

Enough sol leave ^ese thoughts. It cannot be 
That thou shouldst move Him. He may bemoved; 
And thou^ beware of sorrow on this road. 

Oeeamus, Ay ! ever wiser for another’s use 
Than thine ! the event, and not the prophecy. 
Attests it to me. Yet where now I rush. 

Thy wisdom hath no power to drag me back; 
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Because I glory, glory, to go hence 

And win for thee dehvenince from thy pangs, 

As a free gift from Zeus. 

Promeihem. Why there, again, 

I give thee gratulation and applause 1 
Thou lackest no goodwill. But, as for deeds, 

Do nought? ’twere all done vainly; helping nought 
Whatever thou wouldst do. Bather take rest, 

And keep thyself from evil. If I grieve, 

I do not therefore wish to multiply 

The griefs of others. Verily, not sol 

For still my brother’s doom doth vex my soul,— 

My brother Atlas, standing in the west, 

Shouldering the column of the heaven and earth, 

A difficult burden ! I have also seen. 

And pitied as I saw, the earth-born one, 

The inhabitant of old Cilician caves, 

The great war-monster of the hundred heads, 

(All taken and bowed beneath the violent Hand), 
Typhon the fierce, who did resist the gods. 

And, hissing slaughter from his dreadful jaws, 
Flash out ferocious glory from his eyes. 

As if to storm the throne of Zeus I Whereat, 

The sleepless arrow of Zeus fiew straight at him, — 
The headlong bolt of thunder breathing fiame. 

And struck him downward from his eminence 
Of exultation 1 Through the very soul, 
rt struck him, and his strength was withered up 
To ashes, thunder-blasted. Now, he lies 
A helpless trunk supinely, at full length 
Beside the strait of ocean, spurred into 
By roots of -dStna, — ^high upon whose tops 
Hephaestus sits and strikes the hashing ore. 

From thence tlie rivers of tire shall burst away 

VOL I.— 10 


Digitized by 


Google 



146 


PBOMETHBVB BOTTKD 


Hereafter, and devour with savage jaws 
The equal plains of fruitful Sicily, 

Such passion he shall boil back in hot darts 
Of an insatiate fury and sough of flame. 

Fallen Typhon, — howsoever struck and charred 
By Zeus’s bolted thunder I But for thee, 

Thou art not so unlearned as to need 

My teaching — let thy knowledge save thysell 

I quaff the full cup of a present doom 

And wait till Zeus hath quenched his will in wrath 

Oceanus. Prometheus, art thou ignorant of this, 
That words do medicine anger ? 

Prometheus, If the word 

With seasonable softness touch the soul. 

And, whore the parts are ulcerous, sear them not 
By any rudeness, 

Oeeanus, "With a noble aim 

To dare as nobly — ^is there harm in that t 
Dost thou discern it? Teach me. 

Prometheus, I discern 

Vain aspiration, — unresultive work, 

Oeeanus. Then suffer me to bear the brunt of this I 
Since it is profitable that one who is wise 
Should seem not wise at all. 

Prometheus. And such would seeD 

My very crime. 

Oeeanus, In truth thine argument 
Sends me back home. 

Prometheus. Lest any lament for me 

Should cast theb down to hate. 

Oeeanus, The hate of Him, 

Who sits a new king on the absolute throne ? 

Prometheus. Beware of liim, — lest thine heart 
grieve by him. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



PBOMBTHBUS BODBB. 


147 


(heanm. Thy doom, Prometheus, be my teacher I 
PrometheuB. Go ! 

Depart — ^beware I — and keep the mind thou hast 
OceanuB. Thy words drive after, as I msh before— 
Lo ! my four-footed Bird sweeps smo'^th and wide 
1 he flats of air with balanced pinions, glad 
To bend his knee at home in the ocean-stall. 

BodU OoBiurat 

ChorttB^ \Bt Btrophe, 

I moan thy fate, I moan for thee, 

Prometheus I From my eyes too tender 
Drop after drop incessantly 
The tears of my heart’s pity render 
My cheeks wet from their fountains free,— 
Because that Zeus, the stem and cold, 

Whose law is taken fVom his breast^ 

Uplifts his sceptre manifest 
Over the gods of old. 

\Bt antiBtrophe, 

All the land is moaning 
With a murmured plaint to-day. 

All the mortal nations. 

Having habitations 
In the holy Asia, 

Are a dirge entoning 
For thine honour and thy brother*i| 

Once nugestic beyond others 
In the old belief, — 
j^ow are groaning in the groaning 
Of thy deep-voiced grief. 

^nd Btrophe, 

Mourn the maids inhabitant 
Of the Oolchian land^ 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



148 


PBOMBTHEU0 BOUBTP. 


Who with white, calm bosoms, stand 
In the battle's roar I 
IConm the ScTthian tribes that haont 
The verge of earth, Mssotis' shore. 

2nd antistrophe. 

Teal Arabia’s battle crown, 

And dwellers in the beetling town 
Mount Caucasus sublimely nears, — 

An iron squadron, thundering down 
With the sharp-pro wed spears. 

But one other before, have 1 seen to remain. 
By invincible pain 

Bound and vanquished, — one Titan; — ’twas Atlas, 
who bears 

In a curse from the gods, by that strength of his n 

Which he evermore wears. 

The weight of the heaven on his shoulder alone, 
While he sighs up the stars ! 

And the tides of the ocean wail bursting their bars,—* 
Murmurs still the profound, — 

And black Hades roars up through the chasm of the 
ground, — 

And the fountains of pure-running rivers moan low 
In a pathos of woe. 

Prometheus, Beseech you, think not lam silentthus 
Through pride or scorn 1 I only gnaw my heart 
With meditation, seeing myself so wronged. 

For so, their honours to these new-made gods, 
What other gave but I, — and dealt them out 
With distribution? Ay — but here I am dumb I 
For here, I should repeat your knowledge to you. 
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If I spake aught List rather to the deeds 
I did for mortals I — how, being fools before, 

I made them wise and true in aim of soul. 

And let me tell you — ^not as taunting men, 

But teaching you the intention of my gifts, 

How, first beholding, they beheld in vain, 

And hearing, heard not, but, like shapes in dreams 
Mixed all things wildly down the tedious time. 

Nor knew to build a house against the sun 
With wicketed sides, nor any woodcraft knew, 

But lived, like silly ants, beneath the ground 
In hollow caves unsunned. There, came to them 
No stedfast sign of winter, nor of spring 
Flower-perfumed, nor of summer full of fruit, 

But blindly and lawlessly they did all things. 

Until I taught them how the stars do rise 
And set in mystery, and devised for them 
Number, the inducer of philosophies. 

The synthesis of Letters, and beside, 

The artificer of all things. Memory, 

That sweet Muse-mother. I was first to yoke 
The servile beasts in couples, carrying 
An heirdom of man's burdens on their backs. 

I joined to chariots, steeds, that love the bit 
They champ at — ^the chief pomp of golden easel 
And none but I, originated ships. 

The seaman’s chariots, wandering on the brine 
With linen wings. And I — oh, miserable I— 

Who did devise for mortals all these arts. 

Have no device left now to save myself 
From the woe I suffer. 

Ghorua. Most unseemly woe 

Thou sufferest, and dost stagger from the sense 
Bewildered 1 like a bad leech falling sick 
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Thou art faint at soul, and canst not find the droffi 
Required to save thyself. 

ProTnetheus. Harken the rest. 

And marvel further — what more ails and means 
I did invent, — ^this, greatest I — ^if a man *6 

Fell sick, there was no cure, nor esculent 
Nor chrism nor liquid, but for lack of drugs 
Men pined and wasted, till I showed them all 
Those mixtures of emollient remedies 
Whereby they might be rescued from disease. 

I fixed the various rules of mantle art, 

Discerned the vision from the common dream, 
Instructed them in vocal auguries 
Hard to interpret, and defined as plain 
The wayside omens, — flights of orook-olawedbirda,— 
Showed which are, by their nature, fortunate, 

And which not so, and what the food of each, 

And what the hates, affections, social needs, 

Of all to one another, — taught what sign 
Of visceral lightness, coloured to a shade. 

May charm the genial gods, and what fair spots 
Commend the lung and liver. Burning so 
The limbs encased in fat, and the long chine, 

I led my mortals on to an art abstruse. 

And cleared their eyes to the image in the firei, 
Erst filmed in dark. Enough said now of this. 

For the other helps of man hid underground. 

The iron and the brass, silver and gold. 

Can any dare affirm he found them out 
Before me ? none, I know I unless he choose 
To lie in his vaunt In one word learn the whole, 
That all arts came to mortals from Prometheus. 

Charm, Give mortals now no inexpedient help, 
Neglecting thine own sorrow 1 I have hope stUl 
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To see thee, breaking from the fetter here, 

Stand np as strong as Zens. 

Prometheus, This ends not thus, 

The oraoular Fate ordains. I must be bowed 
By infinite woes and pangs, to escape this chain. 
Necessity is stronger than mine art. 

Chorus, Who holds the helm of that Necessity I 

Prometheus, The threefold Fates and the unfor 
getting Furies. 

Chorus, Is Zeus less absolute than these are ? 

Prometheus. YeH| 

And therefore cannot fiy what is ordained. 

Chorus, What is ordained for Zeus, except to be 
A king for ever. 

Prometheus, Tis too early yet 
For thee to learn it: ask no more. 

Chorus, r^haps 

Thy secret may be something holy ? 

Prometheus, Turn 

To another matter ! this, it is not time 
To speak abroad, but utterly to veil 
[n silence. For by that same secret kept, 

[ ’scape this chain’s dishonour and its woe. 

Chorus^ \st strophe. 

Never, oh never. 

May Zeus, the all-giver. 

Wrestle down from his throne 
In tibat might of his own 
To antagonise mine 1 
Nor let me delay 
As I bend on my way 
Toward the gods of the shriney 
Where the altar is full 
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Of the blood of the hull, 

Near the tossing brine 
Of Ocean my father I 

l£ay no sin be sped in the word that is said. 
But my vow be rather 
Consummated, 

Nor evermore fail, nor evermore pine. 

1st antistTaphe. 

’Tis sweet to have 
liie lengthened out 
With hopes proved brave 
By the very doubt, 

Till the spirit enfold 

Those manifest joys which were foretold I 
But I thrill to behold 
Thee, victim doomed, 

By the countless cares 
And the drear despairs, 

For ever consumed, — 

And all because thou, who art fearless now 
Of Zeus above, 

Didst overflow for mankind below 
With a free<souled, reverent love. 

Ah friend, behold and see I 
What^s all the beauty of humanity ? 

Can it be fair ? 

What’s all the strength ? — ^is it strong t 
And what hope can they beai*, 

These dying livers — ^living one day long? 
Ah, seest thou not, my friend, 

How feeble and slow 
And like a dream, doth go 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



PBOMETHBUS BOUND. 163 

This poor blind manhood, drifted from its end? 
And how no mortal ranglings can confuse 
The harmony of Zeus ? 

Prometheus, I have learnt these things 
From the sorrow in thy face. 

Another song did fold its wings 
Upon my lips in other days. 

When round the bath and round the bed 
The hymeneal chant instead 
I sang for thee, and smiled— 

And thou didst lead, with gifts and vows, 
Hesione, my father’s child, 

To be thy wedded spouse. 

lo mUer», 

lo. What land is this ? what people is here I 
And who is he that writhes, I see. 

In the rock-hung chain ? 

Now what is the crime that hath brought thee to pain . 
Now what is the land — ^make answer free— 

Which I wander through in my wrong and fearf 
Ah! ah! ah me I 
The gad-fly stingeth to agony! 

0 Earth, keep oft that phantasm pale 
Of earth-bom Argus! — ah! — quail 
When my soul descries 
That herdsman with the myriad eyes 
Which seem, as he comes, one crafty eye. 

Graves hide him not, though he should die. 

But he doggeth me in my misery 

From the roots of death, on high— on high— 

And along the sands of the siding deep, 

All faniine-wom, he follows me. 

And his waxen reed doth ondersound 
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The waters round, 

And giveth a measure that giveth sleep. 

Woe, woe, woe! 

Where shall my weary course be done f — 

What wouldst thou with me, Saturn’s son ? 

And in what have I sinned, that I should go 
Thus yoked to grief by thine hand for ever? 
ah I dost vex me so 
That I madden and shiver, 

Stung through with dread ? 

Flash the fire down, to burn me ! 

Heave the earth np, to cover me I 
Orplungeme in the deep, with the salt waves overm^ 
That the sea-beasts may be fed I 

0 king, do not spurn me 

In my prayer I 

For this wandering everlonger, evermore, 
Hath overworn me, — 

And I know not on what shore 

1 may rest from my despair. 

Chorus, nearest thou what the ox-homed maiden 
saith? 

Prometheus, How could I choose but harken whal 
she saith. 

The phrensied maiden? — ^Inachus’s child? — 

Who love-warms Zeus’s heart, and now is lashed 
By Herd’s hate along the unending ways ? 

/o. Who taught thee to articulate that name,-— 
My father’s? Speak to his child, 

By grief and shame defiled I 
Who art thou, victim, thou — who dost acclium 
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Miue augukh in true words, on the wide air? 

And callest too by name the curse that came 
From Her6 unaware, 

To waste and pierce me with its maddening gDadf 
Ah — ah — I leap 

With the pang of the hungry — bound on the road^ 
I am driven by my doom — 

I am overcome 

By the wrath of an enemy strong and de^I 
Are any of those who have tasted pain, 

Alas I as wretched as I ? 

Now tell me plain, doth aught remain 
For my soul to endure beneath the sky? 

Is there any help to be holpen by ? 

If knowledge be in thee, let it be said f 
Cry aloud — cry 

To the wandering, woeful mind. 

PrometTiem. Whatever thou wouldrt learn I wil 
declare,— 

No riddle upon my lips, but such straight words 
As friends should use to each other when they talk 
Thou seest Prometheus, who gave mortals fire. 

lo, O common Help of all men, known of all, 

0 miserable Prometheus, — ^for what cause 
Dost thou endure thus ? 

Prametheus. I have done with wail 

For my own griefs — ^but lately. 

7o. Wilt thon not 

Vouchsafe the boon to me? 

Prometheus, Say what thou wiKy 

For I vouchsafe all. 

To, Speak then, and reveal 

Who shut thee in tins chasm. 
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Prometheus, The will of Zens, 

The hand of his Hephasstns. 

/<?. And what crime, 

Dost expiate so? 

Prometheus, Enough for thoe I have told, 

In so much only. 

lo. Nay — but show besides 

The limit of my wandering, and the time 
Which yet is lacking to fulfil my grief. 

Prometheus, Why, not to know were better than 
to know. 

For such as thou. 

lo. Beseech thee, blind me not 

To that which I must sufifer. 

Prometheus, If I do. 

The reason is not that I grudge a boon. 

lo. What reason, then, prevents thy speaking outi 

Prometheus, No grudging! but a fear to break 
thine heart. 

lo. Less care for me, I pray thee I Certainty, 

I count for advantage. 

Prometheus, Thou wilt have it so, 

And, therefore, I must speak. Now hear — 

Chorus, Not yet 

Give half the guerdon my way. Let us learn 
First, what the curse is ^at befel the maid, — 

Her own voice telling her own wasting woes I 
The sequence of that anguish shall await 
The teaching of thy lips. 

Prometheus, It doth behove 

That thou, lo, diouidst vouchsafe to these 
The grace they pray, — the more, because they are 
called 

Thy father^s sisters I since to open out 
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And mourn out grief where it is possible 
To draw a tear from the audience, is a work 
That pays its own price well. 

lo, I cannot choose 

But trust you, nymphs, and tell you all ye ask, 

In clear words — though I sob amid my speech 
In speaking of the storm-curse sent from Zeus, 

And of my beauty, from which height it took 
Its swoop on me, poor wretch I left thus deformed 
And monstrous to your eyes. For evermore 
Around my virgin-chamber, wandering went 
The nightly visions which entreated me 
With syllabled smooth sweetness. — ^Blessed mind, 
Why lengthen out thy maiden hours when fate 
Permits the noble^ spousal in the world? 

When Zeus bums with the arrow of thy love. 

And fain would touch thy beauty ? — Maiden, thou 
Despise not Zeus I depart to Lerne's mead 
That's green around thy father^s flocks and stalls, 
Until the passion of the heavenly Eye 
Be quenched in sight* Such dreams did all night 
long, 

Constrain me — me, unhappy 1— till I dared 
To tell my father how they trod the dark 
With visionary steps. Whereat he sent 
liis frequent heralds to the Pythian fane. 

And also to Dodona, and enquired 

How best, by act or speech, to please the gods. 

The same returning, brought back oracles 
Of doubtful sense, indefinite response, 

Dark to interpret; but at last there came 
To Inachus an answer that was clear, — 

I'hrown straight as any bolt, and spoken out — 
This — ^he should drive me from my home and land, 
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And bid me wander to the extreme yerge 
Of all the earth— or, if he willed it not, 

Should have a thunder with a fiery eye, 

Leap straight from Zeus to burn up all lus race 
To the last root of it.’ By which Loxian word 
Subdued, he drove me forth, and shut me out, 
lie loth, me loth, — but Zeus's violent bit 
Compelled him to the deed I — when instantly 
My body and soul were changM and distraught, 
And, homM as ye see, and spurred along 
By tile fanged insect, with a maniac leap 
I rushed on to Cerchnea’s limpid stream 
And Leme's fountain-water. There, the earth-born, 
The herdsman Argus, most immitigable 
Of wrath, did find me out, and track me out 
With countless eyes, set staring at my steps I—* 
And though an unexpected sudden doom 
Drew him from life — I, curse-tormented still. 

Am driven from land to land before the scourge 
The gods hold o’er me. So, thou bast heard the past^ 
And if a bitter fdture thon canst tell, 

Speak on I I charge thee, do not flatter me 
Through pity, with false words; for, in my mind. 
Deceiving works more shame than tortoring doth. 

Ohorua. 

Ahl silence here I 
Nevermore, nevermore. 

Would I languish for 
The stranger’s word 
To thrill in mine ear { 

Nevermore for the wrong and the woe and the fear 
So hard to behold, 

So erne* to bear, 
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Piercing my soul with a double-edged sword 
Of a sliding cold I 
Ah Fate! — ah me I — 

I shudder to see 

This wandering maid in her agony. 

PrametheuB. Grief is too quick in thee, and fear 
too full. 

Be patient till thou hast learnt the rest. 

CJmtus, Speak — ^teach 

To those who are sad already, it seems sweet, 

By clear foreknowledge to make ])erfect, pain. 
Promethevs, The boon ye asked me first was 
lightly won, — 

For first ye asked the story of this maid’s grief 
As her own lips might tell it. ISTow remains 
To list what other sorrows she so young 
Must bear from Her6I — Inachus’s child, 

O thonl — drop down thy soul my weighty words, 
And measure out the landmarks which are set 
To end Ihy wandering. Toward the orient sun 
First turn thy face from mine, and journey on 
Along the desert flats, till thou shalt come 
Where Scythia’s shepherd peoples dwell aloft. 
Perched in wheeled waggons under woven roofki 
And twang the rapid arrow past the bow — 
Approach them not ; but siding in thy course. 

The rugged shore-rocks resonant to the sea. 

Depart that country. On the left hand dwell 
The iron- workers, called the Chalybes, 

Of whom beware, for oertes they are uncouth. 

And nowise bland to strangers. Beaching so 
The stream Hybristes (well the Bcomsr calledX 
attempt no passage, — ^it is hard to pass, — 
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Or ere thou come to Caucasus itself^ 

That highest of mountains, where the river leaps 
The precipice in his strength! — thou must toil up 
Those mountain-tops that neighbour with the stars 
And tread the south way, and draw near, at last. 
The Amazonian host that hateth man. 

Inhabitants of Themiscyra, close 
Upon Thermodon, where the sea’s rough jaw 
Doth gnash at Salmydessa and provide 
A cruel host to seamen, and to ships 
A stepdame. They with unreluctant hand 
Shall lead thee on and on, till thou arrive 
Just where the ocean-gates show narrowest 
On the Cimmerian isthmus. Leaving which, 
Behoves thee swim with fortitude of soul 
The strait Mseotis. Ay I and evermore 
That traverse shall be famous on men’s lips. 

That strait, called Bosphorus, the horned one’s road, 
So named because of thee, who so wilt pass 
From Europe’s plain to Asia’s continent 
How think ye, nymphs I the king of gods appears 
Impartial in ferocious deeds? Behold! 

The god desirous of this mortal’s love 
H ath cursedher with these wanderings. A h, fairchild, 
Thou hast met a bitter groom for bridal troth! 

For all thou yet hast heard, can only prove 
The in completed prelude of thy doom. 

lo. Ah, ah! 

Prometheus. Is’t thy turn, now, to shriek and 
moan? 

Uow wilt thou, when thou hast harkened what 
remains ? 

Chorus. Besides the grief thou hast told, can aught 
remain? 
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PtometheviB. A sea — of foredoomed evil worked to 
storm. 

lo. What boots my life, then ? why not cast myself 
Down headlong from this miserable rock, 

That, dashed against the flats, I may redeem 
My soul from sorrow? Better once to die, 

Than day by day to suffer. 

Prometheus, Verily, 

It would be hard for thee to bear my woe 
For whom it is appointed not to die. 

Death frees from woe : but I before me see 
In all my far prevision, not a bound 
To idl I suffer, ere that Zeus shall fall 
From being a king. 

lo. And can it ever be 

That Zeus shall fall from empire ? 

Prometheus, Thou^ methinkfl^ 

Wouldst take some joy to see it. 

lo, Gould I choose? 

/, who endure such pangs, now, by that god ? 
Prometheus, Learn from me, therefore, that the 
event shall be. 

lo. By whom shall his imperial sceptred hand 
Be emptied so? 

Prometheus, Himself shall spoil himself 
Through his idiotic counsels. 

lo. How? declare 

Unless the word bring eviL 
Prometheus, He shall wed — 

And in the marriage-bond be joined to grief. 

lo, A heavenly bride— or human ? Speak it ouli 
If it be utterable. 

Prometheus, Why should I say which ? 

It ought not to be uttered, verily. 

VOL. I. — 1 1 
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/o. Then 

It is his wife shall tear him from his throne ? 

Prometheus. It is his wife shall bear a son to lihn, 
More mighty than the fhther. 

lo. From this doom 

Hath he no refhge ? 

Prometheus, None — or ere than 1, 

Loosed from these fetters — 
lo. Yea — ^bnt who shall loose. 

While Zens is adverse ? 

Prometheus, One who is bom of thee, — 

It is ordained so. 

lo. What is this thon sayestf 

A son of mine shall liberate thee from woe? 
Prometheus. After ten generations, count three 
more. 

And find him in the third, 
lo. The oracle 

Eemains obscure. 

Prometheus. And search it not to learn 
Thine own griefs frrom it. 

lo. Point me not to a good, 

To leave me straight bereaved. 

Prometheus. I am prepared 

To grant thee one of two things. 

lo. But which twof 

Set them before me — grant me power to choose. 
Prometheus, I grant it— choose now I shall I name 
aloud 

What griefs remain to wound thee, or what hand 
Shall save me out of mine? 

Chorus, Vouchsafe, O god, 

The one grace of the twain to her who prays, 

The next to mo— and turn back neither prayer 
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Didionoured by denial* To herself 
Recount the future wandering of her feet; 

Then point me to the looser of thy chain 
Because I yearn to know him. 

Prometheus. Since ye will, 

Of absolute will, this knowledge, I will set 
No contrary against it, nor keep back 
A word of all ye ask for. lo, first 
To thee I must relate thy wandering course 
Far winding. As I tell it, write it down 
In thy soul’s book of memories. When thou hast past 
The refiuent bound that parts two continents, 
Track on the footsteps of the orient sun 
In his own fire — across the roar of seas, — 

Fly till thou hast reached the Gk)rgonffian fiats 
Beside Oisthene. There, the Phorcides, 

Three ancient maidens, live, with shape of swan, 
One tooth between them, and one common eye. 

On whom the sun doth never look at all 
With all his rays, nor evermore the moon. 

When she looks through the night 1 Anear to whom 
Are the Gorgon sisters three, enclothed with wings, 
With twisted snakes for ringlets, man-abhorred — 
There is no mortal gazes in their face, 

And gazing can breathe on. I speak of such 
To guard thee fi-om their horror. Ay I and list 
Another tale of a dreadful sight ! beware 
The GriflSns, those nnbarking dogs of Zeus, 
Thosesharp-moutheddogsl and theAriinaapian host 
Of one-eyed horsemen, habiting beside 
The river of Pluto that runs bright with gold. 
Approach them not, beseech thee. Presently 
Thou’lt come to a distant land, a dusky tribe 
Of dwellers at the fc^mtain of the Sun, 
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Whence flows the river jEthiops ; wind along 
Its banks and tom off at the cataracts, 

Jnst as the Nile pours, from the Bjbline hills, 

His holy and sweet wave ! — ^his course shall guide 
Thine own to that triangular Nile-ground 
Where, lo, is ordained for thee and thine, 

A lengthened exile. Have I said, in this, 

Aught darkly or. incompletely ? — ^now repeat 
The question, make the knowledge fuller I Lo, 

1 have more leisure than I covet, here. 

Chorus, Kthou canst tell us aughtthat^slefb untold, 
Or loosely told, of her most dreary flight. 

Declare it straight! but if thou hast uttered all, 
Grant us that latter grace for which we prayed, 
Remembering how we prayed it 

Prometheus. She has heard 

The uttermost of her wandering. There it ends. 
But that she may be certain not to have heard 
All vainly, I will speak what she endured 
Ere coming hither, and invoke the past 
To prove my prescience true. And so — ^to leave 
A multitude of words, and pass at once 
To the subject of thy course I When thou hadst gone 
To those Molossian plains which sweep around 
Dodona shouldering Heaven, whereby the fane 
Of Zeus Thesprotian keepeth oracle. 

And, wonder past belief, where oa^ do wave 
Articulate adjurations — (ay, the same 
Saluted thee in no perplexed phrase 
But clear with glory, noble wife of Zeus 
That shouldst be, there — some sweetness took tb| 
sense !) 

Thou didst rush further onward, — stung along 
The ocean-shore, towards Rhea’s mighty bay. 
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And, tost back from it, was tost to it again 
In stormy evolution! — ^and, know well, 

In coming lime that boUow of the sea 
Shall bear the name Ionian, and present 
A monument of lo's passage through, 

Unto all mortals. Be these words the signs 
Of my soul’s power to look beyond the veil 
Of visible things. The rest, to you and her, 

I will declare in common audience, nymphs, 
Returning thither where my speech brake off 
There is a town Canobus, built upon 
The earth’s fair margin, at the mouth of Nile, 

And on the mound washed up by it ! lo, there 
Shall Zeus give back to thee thy perfect mind. 

And only by the pressure and liie touch 
Of a hand not terrible ; and thou to Zeus 
Shalt bear a dusky son, who shall be called 
Thence, Epaphus, Touched I That son shall pluck the 
fruit 

Of all that land wide-watered by the flow 
Of Nile ; but after him, when counting out 
As far as the flfth full generation, then 
Full flfty maidens, a fair woman-race. 

Shall back to Argos turn reluctantly, 

To fly the proffered nuptials of their kin, 

Their father’s brothers. These being passion-strucki 
Like falcons bearing hard on flying doves, 

Shfdl follow, hunting at a quarry of love 

They should not hunt — till envious Heaven miuntail 

A curse betwixt that beauty and their desire, 

And Greece receive them, to be overcome 
In murtherous woman-war, by flerce red hands 
Kept savage by the night. For every wife 
Shall slay a husband, dyeing deep in blood 
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The sword of a double edge I— (I wish indeed 
As fur a marriage-joy to all my foes I) 

One bride alone shall fail to smite to death 
The head upon her pillow, touched with love, 
Made impotent of purpose, and impelled 
To choose the lesser evil, — shame on her cheeks. 
To blood-guilt on her hands. Which bride shall beai 
A royal race in Argos. Tedious speech 
Were needed to relate particulars 
Of these things — ^’tis enough that, from her seed, 
Shall spring the strong He, famous with the bow, 
Whose arm shall break my fetters offl Behold, 

My motiier Themis, that old Titaness, 

Delivered to me such an oracle, — 

But how and when, 1 should be long to speak, 

And thou, in hearing, wouldst not gain at all. 

lo, Eleleu, eleleui 

How the spasm and the pain 
And the fire on the brain 
Strike, burning me through I 
How the sting of the curse, ail aflame as it flew. 
Pricks me onward again I 

How my heart, in its terror, is spuming my breast. 
And my eyes, like the wheels of a chariot, roll roundl 
I am whirled from my course, to the east, to the wesl^ 
In the whirlwind of phrensy all madly inwound — 
And my mouth is unbridled for anguish and hate. 
And my words beat in vain, in wild storms of unrest 
On the sea of my desolate fate. 


Chorus^ — itrophe. 

Oh, wise was he, oh, wise was he. 
Who first within his spirit knew 
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And with his tongue declared it true, 
That love comes best that comes unto 
The equal of degree I 
And that the poor and that the low 
Should seek no love from those above 
Whose souls are fluttered with the flow 
Of airs about their golden height, 

Or proud because they see arow 
Ancestral crowns of light 

Antiii/roplie, 

Oh, never, never, may ye. Fates, 

Behold me with your awful eyes 
Lift mine too fondly up the skies 
Where Zeus upon the purple waits 1 — 
Nor let me step too near — too near— 
To any suitor, bright from heaven 1 
Because I see — because I fear 
This loveless maiden vexed and laden 
By this fell curse of Her 6, driven 
On wanderings dread and drear. 

Epode. 

Nay, grant an equal troth instead 
Of nuptiid love to bind me by ! — 

It will not hurt — I shall not dread 
To meet it in reply. 

But let not love from those above 
Revert and fix me, as I said, 

With that inevitable Eye I 
I have no sword to fight that fight— 

I have no strength to tread that path— 

I know not if my nature hath 
The power to bear, — I cannot see 
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Whither, from Zeus’s infinite, 

I have the power to flee. 

Prometheus, Yet Zens, albeit most absolute of will 
Shall turn to meekness, — such a marriage-rite 
He holds in preparation, which anon 
Shall thrust him headlong from his gerent seat 
A down the abysmal void, and so the curse 
His father Ohronos muttered in his fall, 

As he fell from his ancient throne and cursed, 
Shall be accomplished wholly. No escape 
From all that ruin shall the filial Zeus 
Find granted to him from any of his gods. 

Unless I teach him. I, the refuge, know. 

And I, the means. — ^Now, therefore, let him sit 
And brave the imminent doom, and fix his faith 
On his supernal noises, hurtling on 
With restless hand, the bolt that breathes out fire— 
For these things shall not help him, none of them. 
Nor hinder his perdition when he falls 
To shame, and lower than patience. — Such a foe 
He doth himself prepare against himself^ 

A wonder of unconquerable Hate, 

An organiser of sublimer fire 

Than glares in lightnings, and of grander sound 

Than aught the thunder rolls, outthundering it, 

With power to shatter in Poseidon’s fist 

The trident-spear, which, while it plagues the sea, 

Doth shake the shores around it. Ay, and Zeus, 

Precipitated thus, shall learn at length 

The difference betwixt rule and servitude. 

Chorus, Thou makest threats for Zeus of thy desirea 

Prometheus, I tell you, all these things shall be 
fulfilled, 
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Even so as I desire them. 

Chorus, Must we then 

Look out for one shall come to Master Zeus ? 
Prometheus, These chains weigh lighter tlum his 
sorrows shall. 

Chorus, Howartthounotafrtdd to utter such words! 
Prometheus, What should /fear, who cannot die? 
Chorus, But he 

Can visit thee with dreader woe than death^s. 
Prometheus, Why let him do it! — I am here 
prepared 

For all things and their pangs. 

Chorus, The wise are they 

Who reverence Adrasteia. 

Prometheus, Reverence thou, 

Adore thou, flatter thou, whomever reigns. 
Whenever reigning I but for me, your Zeus 
Is less than nothing. Let him act and reign 
His brief hour out according to his will — 

He will not, therefore, rule the gods too long. 

But lo ! I see that courier-god of Zeus, 

That new-made menial of the new-crowned king. 
He doubtless comes to announce to us somethingnew. 

Hxbiob emiers, 

Hermes, I speak to thee, the sophist, the talker 
down 

Of scorn by scorn, the sinner against gods, 

The reverencer of men, the thief of fire, — 

I speak to thee and adjure thee ! Zeus requires 
Thy declaration of what marriage rite 
Thus moves thy vaunt and shall hereafter cause 
Hb fall from empire. Do not wrap thy speech 
In riddles, but speak clearly 1 Never cast 
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Ambigfiious paths, Prometheus, for my feet, 

Since Zeus, thou may’st perceive, is scarcely won 
To mercy by such means. 

Prometheus, A speech well-mouthed 

In the utterance, and full-minded in the sense, 

As doth befit a servant of the gods ! 

New gods, ye newly reign, and think forsooth 
Ye dwell in towers too high for any dart 
To carry a wound there! — ^have I not stood by 
While two kings fell from thence f and shall I not 
Behold the third, the same who rules you now. 
Fall, shamed to sudden ruin? — Do I seem 
To tremble and quail before your modem gods? 
Far be it from me I — ^For thyself depart. 

Re-tread thy steps in haste. To all thou hast asked, 
I answer nothing. 

Hermes. Such a wind of pride 

Impelled thee of yore frfil sail upon these rocks. 
Prometheus, Iwouldnotbarter — leBmthousoothly 
that!— . 

My suffering for thy service. I maintain 
It is a nobler thing to serve these rocks 
Than live a fhithful slave to &ther Zeus. 

Thus upon the scomers I retort their scorn. 

Hermes. It seems that thou dost glory in thy 
despair. 

Promethevs. I, glory ? would my foes did glory so, 
And I stood by to see them ! — ^Naming whom 
Thou art not unremembered. 

Hermes, Dost thou charge 

Me also with the blame of thy mischance? 

Prometheus. I tell thee I loathe the universal godi^ 
Who for the good I gave them rendered back 
The ill of their injustice. 
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Hermei Thou art mad — 

Thou art raving, Titan, at the fever-height 

PrometheuB, If it be madness to abhor my foea» 
May I be mad 1 

Hermes, If thou urert prosperous, 

Thou wouldst be xmendurable. 

PrometheuiB, Alas I 

Hermes, Zeus knows not that word. 

Prometheus, But maturing Time 

Teaches all things. 

Hermes, Howbeit, thou hast not learnt 

The wisdom yet^ thou needest 

Prometheus, If I had, 

I should not talk thus with a slave like thee. 

Hermes. No answer thou vouchsafest, I believe, 
To the great Sire’s requirement. 

Prometheus, Verily 

I owe him grateful service, --and should pay it 

Hermes, Why, thou dost mock me,Titan,as I stood 
A child before thy face. 

Prometheus. No ohilS, forsooth, 

But yet more foolish than a foolish child. 

If thou expect that I should answer aught 
Thy Zeus can ask. No torture from his hand 
Nor any machination in the world 
Shall force mine utterance, ere he loose, hhnself^ 
These cankerous fetters from me ! For the rest, 
Let him now hurl his blanching lightnings down, 
Andwithhiswhite-wingedsnowsandmutteringsdeep 
Of subterranean thunders, mix all things. 

Confound them in disorder. None of this 
Shall bend my sturdy will, and make me speak 
The name of his detlironer who sliall come. 

Hermes, Can this avail thee? Look to it! 
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Prometlma. Long ago 

It was looked forward to, — ^preconnselled of. 
Hermes. Vain god, take righteous courage I— 4aro 
for once 

To apprehend and front thine agonies 
With a just prudence. 

Prometheus. Vainly dost thou chafe 

My soul with exhortation, as yonder sea 
Goes beating on the rock. Oh I think no more 
That I, fear-struck by Zeus to a woman’s mind, 
Will supplicate him, loathM as he is. 

With feminine uplifbings of my hands, 

To bre^ these chains. Far from me be the thought I 
Hermes. I have indeed, methinks, said much in 
vain, — 

For still thy heart, beneath my showers of prayers. 
Lies dry and hard, — nay, leaps like a young horse 
Who bites against the new bit in his teeth. 

And tugs and struggles against the new-tried rein,- 
Still fiercest in the feeblest thing of all, 

Which sophism is* since absolute will dicjoined 

From perfect mind is worse than weak. Behold. 

Unless my words persuade thee, what a blast 

And whirlwind of inevitable woe 

Must sweep persuasion through thee ! For at first 

The Father will split up this jut of rock 

With the great thunder and the bolted fiame, 

And hide thy body where a hinge of stone 
Shall catch it like an arm;— and when thou hast 
passed 

A long black time within, thou shslt come out 
To front the sun while Zeus’s winged hound. 

The strong carnivorous eagle, shall wheel down 
To meet tliee, self-called to a daily feast 


Digitized by LjOOQle 


PB0METHEU8 BOUND. 


178 


And set his fierce beak in thee, and tear off 
The long rags of thy flesh, and batten deep 
Upon thy dusky liver. Do not look 
For any end moreover to this curse. 

Or ere some god appear, to accept thy pangs 
On hi& own head vicarious, and descend 
With unreluctant step the darks of hell 
And gloomy abysses around Tartarus. 

Then ponder this ! — ^this threat is not a growth 
Of vain invention ; it is spoken and meant I 
Kiug Zeus's mouth is impotent to lie, 
Consummating the utterance by the act — 

So, look to it, thou I — take heed, — and nevermore 
Forget good counsel, to indulge self-wilL 

Chorus, Our Hermes suits his reasons to the times; 
At least I think so, — siuce he bids thee drop 
Self-will for prudent counsel. Yield to him ! 

When the wise err, their wisdom makes their shame. 
Prometheus, Unto me the foreknower, this mandate 
of power 

He cries, to reveal it 

What’s strange in my fate, if I suffer from hate 
At the hour that I feel it ? 

Let the locks of the lightning, all bristling and 
whitening. 

Flash, coiling me round, 

While the ssther goes surging ’neath thunder and 
scourging 

Of wild winds unbound 1 

Let the blast of the firmament whirl from its place 
The earth rooted below. 

And the brine of the ocean, in rapid emotion. 

Be it driven in the face 

Of the stars up in heaven, as they walk to and fro 
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Let him hurl me anon, into Tartarus— on— 

To the blackest degree, 

With Necessity’s vortices strangling me down; 

But he cannot join death to a fate meant for me ! 
Hermes, Why the words that he speaks and the 
thoughts that he thinks 
Are maniacal! — add, 

If the Fate who hath bound him, shall !oose not the 
links, 

He were utterly mad. 

Then depart ye who groan with him. 

Leaving to moan with him, — 

Go in haste ! lest the roar of the thi nder anearing 
Should blast you to idiocy, living « id hearing. 
Ch<yrus, Change thy speech for anotlier, thy 
thought for a new, 

If to move me and teach me, indeed be thy care I 
For thy words swerve so far from the loyal and 
true. 

That the thunder of Zeus seems more easy to bear. 
How ! couldst teach me to venture such vileness f 
behold! 

I choose^ with this victim, this anguish foretold! 
t recoil from the traitor in hate and disdain, — 

And I know that the curse of the treason is worse 
Than the pang of the chain. 

Hermes. Then remember, 0 nymphs, what I tell 
you before, 

Nor, when pierced by the arrows that At6 will 
throw you, 

Cast blame on your fate, and declare evermore 
That Zeus thrust you on anguish he did not fore* 
show you. 

Nay, verily, nay ! for ye perish anon 
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For your deed — ^by your choice 1 — by no blindness 
of doubt, 

No abruptness of doom 1 — but by madness alone, 

In the great net of At6, whence none cometh out. 
Ye are wound and undone 1 
Prometheus, Ay I in act, now — in word, now, no 
more, 

Earth is rocking in space ! 

And the thunders crash up with a roar upon roar, 
And the eddying lightnings dash fire in my face, 
And the whirlwinds are whirling the dust round and 
round. 

And the blasts of the winds universal, leap free 
And blow each upon each with a passion of sound, 
And SBther goes mingling in storm with thp sea I 
Such a curse on my head, in a manifest dread. 
From the hand of your Zeus has been hurtled along- 
O my mother’s fair glory 1 O, ASther, enringing, 
All eyes with the sweet common light of thy bringing; 
Dost see how 1 sofifer this wrong? 
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A LAMENT FOB ADONIS 

VBOX BION. 

I. 

I MOUBN for Adonis— Adonis is dead I 
Fiur Adonis is dead, and the Loves are lamenting. 
Sleep, Oypris, no more on thy pnrple-strewed bedt 
Arise, wretch stoled in black, — ^beat thy breast 
nnrelenting. 

And shrink to the worlds, ^Fair Adonis is dead,* 


n. 

I mourn for Adonis — ^the Loves are lamenting. 

He lies on the hills in his beauty and death, — 
The white tusk of a boar has transpierced his white 
thigh. 

Oytherea grows mad at his thin gasping breath, 
While the black blood drips down on the pale ivory, 

And his eye-balls lie quenched with the weight 
of his brows. 

The rose fades from his lips, and upon them just parted 

The kiss dies the goddess consents not to lose. 
Though the kiss of the Dead cannot make her glad- 
hearted. 

He knows not who kisses him dead in the dews 
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m. 

1 monm for Adonis — ^the Loves are lamenting. 

Deep, deep in the thigh, is Adonis’s wound, 

Bat a deeper, is Ojpris’s bosom presenting. 

The youth lieth dead while his dogs howl ar(/and, 
And the nymphs weep aloud from the mists of the hill, 
And the poor Aphrodite, with tresses unbound. 
All disheveUed, unsandalled, shrieks mournful and 
shrill 

Through the dusk of the groves. The thorns, 
tearing her feet, 

Gather up the red flower of her blood which is holy. 
Each footstep she takes, — and the valleys repeat 
The sharp cry she utters, and draw it out slowly. 

She calls on her spouse, her Assyrian, on him 
Her own youth, while the dark blood spreads over 
his body. 

The chest ta^g hue from the gash in the limb. 
And the bosom once ivory, turning to ruddy. 


rv. 

Ah, ah, Oythereal the lioves are lamenting. 

She lost her fair spouse, and so lost her fair smile — 
When he lived she was fair by the whole world’s 
consenting, 

Whose fairness is dead with him I woe worth the 
while! 

All the mountaiins above and the oaklands below 
Murmur, ah, ah Adonis ! the streams overflow 
Aphrodit6’s deep wail, — ^river-fountains in pity 
Weep soft in the hills, and the flowers as they blow 
Redden outward with sorrow, while all hear her go 
With the song of her sadness through mountain 
and city. 
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V. 

Ah, ah, Ojthereal Adonis is dead. 

Fair Adonis is dead — ^Echo answers, Adonis! 
Who weeps not for Cypris, when bowing her head 
She stares at the wound where it gapes andastonieel 
— When, ah, ah ! — she saw how the blood ran away 
And empurpled the thigh, and, with wild han^ 
flung out. 

Said with sobs, ‘Stay, Adonis! unhappy one, stay, 

‘ Let me feel thee pnoe more — ^letme ring theeabout 
With the dasp of my arms, and press kiss into Mss ! 

Wait a little, Adonis, and kiss me again. 

For the last time, beloved, — ^and but so much of this 
That the kiss may learn life from the warmth of 
the strain! 

— ^Till thy breath shall exude from thy soul to my 
mouth. 

To my heaii, — and the love>oharm I, onoe more 
receiving. 

May drink thy love in it, and keep of a truth 
^at one kiss in the place of Adonis the living. 
Thou fliest me, mournful one, fliest me far. 

My Adonis, and seekest the Acheron portal,-^ 
To HeU^s cruel King goest down with a scar, 

While I weep and live on like a wretched immortal, 
And follow no step ! — O Persephone, take him. 

My husband I — ^thouH better and brighter than I, 
So aU beauty flo ws down to thee I /cannot make him 
Look up at my grief, — ^there’s despair in my cry. 
Since I w^ for Adonis who died to me . . died to me . . 

— Then, I fear thee! — Art thou dead, my Adored! 
Passion ends like a dream in the sleep that^s denied 
to me, — 

Cypris is widowed, — the Loves seek their lord 
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All the honse through in vain ! Charm of oestns 
has ceased 

With thy clasp! — 0 too bold in the hunt past 
preventing, 

Ay, mad, thou so fair. . . to have strife with a beast!’ — 
Thus the goddess wailed on — and the Loves are 
lamenting. 


VL 

Ah, ih, Oytherea! Adonis is dead 
She wept tear after tear, with the blood which 
was shed,— 

And both turned into flowers for the earth’s garden- 
close, 

Her tears, to the wind flower, — his blood, to the rose, 
vn. 

I mourn for Adonis — ^Adonis is dead. 

Weep no more in the woods, Oytherea, thy lover I 
So, well ! make a place for his corse in thy bed, 
With the purples thou sleepest in, under and over. 
He’s fair though a corse — a fair corse . .like a sleeper. 

Lay him soft in the silks he had pleasure to fold. 
When, beside thee at night, holy dreams deep and 
deeper 

Enclosed his young life on the coudi made of gold. 
Love him still, poor Adonis ! cast on him together 
The crowns and the flowers ! since he died ftom 
the place, 

Wliy let all die with him— let the blossoms go %vither. 
Rain myrtles and olive-buds down on his face I 
Rain the myrrh down, let all that is best fall a-pining, 
Since the myrrh of his life from thy keeping iv 
swept! — 
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— ^Pale he lay, thine Adonis, in purpies reclining, — 
The Loves raised their voices around him and wept. 
They have shorn their bright curls off to cast on 
Adonis ; 

One treads on his bow,— on his arrows, another, — 
One breaks up a well-feathered quiver, and one is 
Bent low at a sandal, untying the strings, 

And one carries the vases of gold from the springs^ 
While one washes the wound, — and behind them a 
brother 

Fans down on the body sweet air with his wings. 


vni. 

Oytherea herself now, the Loves are lamenting. 

Each torch at the door Hymenasus blew out; 
And, the marriage-wreath dropping its leaves as 
repenting, 

N“o more ‘ Hymen, Hymen,’ is chanted about, 

But the ai ai instead — ^ai ^as’ is begun 
For Adonis, and then follows ^ai HymenasusI’ 
The Graces are weeping for Oinyris’ son, 

Sobbing low, each to each, ^His fair eyes cannot 
see usl’ — 

Their wail strikes more shrill than the sadder Dione’s. 
The Fates mourn aloud for Adonis, Adonis, 

Deep chanting: he hears not a word that they say. 

He viould hear, but Persephon6 hashim in keeping. 
—Cease moan, Oytherea — Cleave pomps for to-day. 
And weep new when a new year refits thee for 
weeping. 
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A VISION OF POETS, 

0 SMTdd Eesence, lighting me this hour, 

Hov msy 1 lightly sUle thy g?eat power? 

Echo, PowOT. 

Power I bat of wbenoo ? onder the greenw ^ *pniy« ? 

Or liv^t In Heaven? aaye. 

JSoAo. In Heaveneiqrei. 

In Henvena aye! tell, may I it obtayne 
By alma, by bating, prayer,— by paine? 

Echo. By paine. 

Show me the paine, itahall be undergone; 

1 to mine end will atill go on. 

Echo*, Goon. 

BaiTAmiAli Paaionaiit 

A POET could not sleep aright, 

For his sonl kept up t^ much light 
Under his eyelids for the night. 

And thns he rose disquieted 

With sweet rhymes ringing through his head, 

And in the forest wandered, 

Where, sloping up the darkest glades, 

The moon had drawn long colonnades, 

Upon whose floor the verdure fades 

To a faint silver, — ^pavement fair 

The antique wood-nymphs scarce would dare 

To foot-print o V, had such been there, 

And rather sit by breathlessly, 

With fear in their large eyes, to see 
The consecrated sight But he 
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The poet, who witli spirit-kiss 
Familiar, had long claimed for his 
Whatever earthly beanty is, — 

Who also in his spirit bore 
A Beauty passing the earth's store, 

Walked calmly onward evermore. 

His aimless thoughts in metre went. 

Like a babe's hand without intent 
Drawn down a seven-stringed instrument. 

Nor jarred it with his humour as, 

With a faint stirring of the grass, 

An apparition fair did pass. 

He might have feared another time. 

But all things fair and strange did chime 
With his thoughts then, as rhyme to rhymew 

An angel had not startled him. 

Alighted from Heaven’s burning lim 
To breathe from glory in the Dim ; 

Much less a lady riding slow, 

Upon a pidfrey white as snow, 
i^d smooth as a snow-cloud could go. 

Full upon his she turned her face, — 

‘ What, ho, sir poet I dost thou pace 
Our woods at night in ghostly chase 

‘ Of some fair Dryad of old tales. 

Who chants between the nightingales, 

And over sleep by song prevails S’ 
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She smiled ; but he could see arise 
Her soul from far adown her eyes, 
Prepared as if for sacrifice. 

Sho looked a queen who seemeth gay 
Prom royal grace alone. ‘How, nay,’ 

He answered, — ^ slumber passed away 

‘ Compelled by instincts in my head 
That I should see to-night, instead 
Of a fair nymph, some fairer Dread. 

She looked up quickly to the sky 
And spake : — ‘ The moon’s regality 
Will hear no praise! she is as I. 

‘She is in heaven, and I on earth ; 

This is my kingdom — come forth 
To crown all poets to their worth.’ 

He brake in with a voice that mourned; 
‘To their worth, lady? They are scorned 
By men they sing for, till inumed. 

* To their worth ? Beauty in the mind 
Leaves the heart cold, — and love-refined 
Ambitions make the world unkind. 

“f ‘ The boor who ploughs the daisy dowD| 
The chief whose mortgage of renown 
Fixed upon graves, has bought a crown- • 

‘ Both these are happier, more approved 
Than poets! — ^why should I be moved 
In saying . . . both are more beloved ?’ 
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^The south caa judge not of the north, 

She resumed calmly; ‘I come forth 
To crown all poets to their worth. 

‘Yea, verily to anoint them all 
With blessed oils which surely shall 
Smell sweeter as the ages falL’ 

‘As sweet,’ the poet said, and rung 
A low sad laugh, ‘as flowers are, sprung 
Out of their graves when they die young. 

‘ As sweet as window eglantine, 

Some bough of which, as they decline. 

The hired nurse gathers at their sign. 

‘ As sweet, in short, as perfumed shroud 
Which the gay Roman maidens sewed 
For English Keats, singing aloud.’ 

The lady answered, ‘Yea, as sweet 1 
The things thou namest, being complete 
In fragrance as 1 measure it. 

‘ Since sweet the death-clothes and the knell 
Of him who having lived, dies well, — 

And holy sweet the asphodel 

‘ Stirred softly by that foot of his. 

When he treads brave on all that is, 

Into the world of souls from this. 

‘Since sweet the tears, dropped at the door 
Of tearless Death, — and even before. 

Sweet, consecrated evermore. 
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‘ What, dost thou judge it a strange thing, 

That poets, crowned for vanquishing^ 

Should bear some dust from out the ring? 

* Come on with me, come on with me, 

And learn in coming! let me free 
Thy spirit into verity.’ 

She ceased : her palfrey’s paces sent 
No separate noises as she went; 

’Twas a bee’s hum, a little spent. 

And while the poet seemed to tread 
Along the drowsy noise so made, 

The forest heaved up overhead 

Its billowy foliage through the air, 

And the calm stars did far and spare 
O’erswim the masses everywhere ; 

Save when the overtopping pines 

Did bar their tremulous light with hnes 

All fixed and black. Now the moon dilnea 

A broader glory. Yon may see 
The trees grow rarer presently. 

The air blows up more fresh and free. 

Until they come from dark to light, 

And from the forest to the sight 

Of the large Heaven heart, bare with night,— 

A fiery throb in every star. 

Those burning arteries that are 
The conduits of God’s lifb afor I 
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A wild brown moorland imderneath, 

And four pools breaking up the heath . 

With white low gleamings, blank as death 

Beside the first pool, near the wood, 

A dead tree in set horror stood, 

Peeled and dii^ointed, stark as rood. 

Since thunder-stricken, years ago. 

Fixed in the spectral strain and throe 
Wherewith it struggled from the blow. 

A moBUinental tree, alone, 

That will not bend in storms, nor groai4 
But break off sudden like a stone. 

Its lifeless shadow lies oblique 
Upon the pool, — ^wher^ javeHn-like, 

The star-rays quiver while they strike, 

‘Drink,’ said the lady, very still — 

‘ Be holy and cold.’ He did her wiB, 

And drank the starry water chilL 

The next pool they came near unto, 

Was bare of trees : there, only grew 
Straight flags and lilies, Just a few. 

Which sullen on the water sate 

And leant their faces on the flat, \ 

As weary of the starlight-state. 

‘Drink,’ said the lady, grave and slow 
‘ Worlds 8 use behoveth thee to know.’ 

He drank the bitter wave below. 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



190 


A VISION OP POETS. 


The third pool, girt with thorny bushes, 

And flaunting weeds, and reeds and mshes 
That winds sang through in monrnfhl gashes, 

Was whitely smeared in many a round 
By a slow shme : the starlight swound 
Over the ghastly light it found. 

^Drink,’ said the lady, sad and slow, 

‘ Worlds l(ne behoveth thee to know.’ 

He looked to her, commanding so. 

Her brow was troubled, but her eye 
Struck dear to his souL For all reply 
He drank the water suddenly, — 

Then, with a deathly sickness, passed 
Beside a fourth pool and the last, 

Where weights of shadow were downrcasi 

From yew and alder, and rank trails 
Of nightshade dasping the tronk-scalesi 
And flung across the intervals 

From yew to yew. Who dares to stoop 
Where those dank branches overdroop, 

Into his heart the chill strikes up; 

He hears a silent gliding coil. 

The snakes strain hard against the soil. 

His foot slips m their slimy oil, 

And toads seem crawling on his hand. 

And clinging bats, but dimly scanned. 

Full in his face their wings expand. 
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A paleness took the poet’s cheek : 

* Mast I drink here r he seemed to seek 
The lady’s will with utterance meek. 

*Ay, ay,’ she said, ‘ it so must be’ 

(And this time she spake cheerfully) 

VBehoves thee know WorWe cruelty,^ 

He bowed his forehead till his mouth 
Curved in the wave, and drank unloth, 

As if from rivers of the south. 

His lips sobbed through the water rank, 

His heart paused in him while he drank, 

His brain beat heart-like, rose and sank. 

And he swooned backward to a dream, 
Wherein he lay ’twixt gloom and gleam. 

With Death and Life at each extreme. 

And spiritual thunders, bom of soul 
Not cloud, did leap from mystic pole 
And o’er him roll and counter-roll, 

Crushing their echoes reboant 

With their own wheels. Did Heaven bo grant 

His spirit a sign of covenant? 

At last came silence. A slow kiss 
Did crown his forehead after this. 

His eyelids flew back for the bliss. 

The lady stood beside his head. 

Smiling a thought, with hair dispread. 

The moonshine seemed dishevelled 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



19t 


▲ TISIOB OV POSTS. 


In her sleek tresses manifold* 

Like Danae's in the rmn of old, 

That dripped with melancholy gold. 

But SHE was holy, pale, and high, 

As one who saw an ecstasy 
Beyond a foretold agony. 

* Rise up r said she, with yoioe where song 
Eddied through q>eech — ^ rise up ! be strong 
*And learn how right ayenges wrong.’ 

The poet rose up on his feet. 

He stood before an altar set 
For sacrament, with vessels meet; 

And mystio altar-l^hts which shine 
As if their flames were crystalline 
Carved flames that would not ahrink or pina 

The altar flUed the central place 
Of a great church, and toward its &oe 
Long aisles did shoot and interlace. 

And from it a continuous mist 
Of incense (round the edges kissed 
By a yellow light of amethyst) 

Wound upward dowly and throbbini^, 
Cloud within cloud, right silverly, 

Cloud above cloud, victoriously, — 

Broke full agmnst the archM roof, 

And, thence refracting, eddied o£^ 

And floated through the marble woof 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



A VISION OF POSTS. IM 

Of many a fine-wrought architrave, 

Then, poising its white masses brave, 

Swept solemnly down aisle and nave; 

Where now in dark, and now in light. 

The countless columns, glimmering white, 
Seemed leading out to the Infinite. 

Plunged half-way up the shaft they showed. 
In that pale shifting incense-cloud, 

Which flowed them by, and overflowed. 

Till mist and marble seemed to blend, 

And the whole temple, at the end. 

With its own incense to distend, — 

The arches, like a giant’s bow. 

To bend and slacken, — and below. 

The niched saints to come and go. 

Alone, amid the shifting scene. 

That central altar stood serene 
In its clear stedfast ti^r-sheen. 

Then first, the poet was aware 
Of a chief angel standing there 
Before that altar, in the glare. 

His eyes were dreadful, for yon saw 
That they saw God — ^his lips and jaw, 
Grand-made and strong, as Sinai’s Law 

They could enunciate and refrain 
From vibratory after-pain. 

And his brow’s height was sovereign. 
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On the vast background of his wings 
Rises his imago, and he flings, 

From each plumed arc, pale glitterings 

And fiery flakes (as beateth more 
Or less, the angel-heart) before 
And roxmd him, upon roof and floor, 

Edging with fire the shifting fumes ; 

While at his side, ’twixt lights and gloomy 
The phantasm of an organ booms. 

Extending from which instrument 
An angel, right and left-way bent, 

The poet’s sight grew sentient 

Of a strange company around 

And toward the itar, — ^pale and bound 

With bay above the eyes profound. 

Deathful their faces were, and yet 
The power of life was in them set— 
Never forgot, nor to forget 

Sublime significance of mouth, 

Dilated nostril foil of youth. 

And forehead royal with the truth. 

These faces were not multiplied 
Beyond your count, but side by side 
Did front the altar, glorified. 

Still as a vision, yet exprest 
Full as an action — ^look and geste 
Of buried saint in risen rest. 
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The poet knew them. Faint and dim 
His spirits seemed to sink in him, 

Then, like a dolphin, change and swim 

The cnrrent These were poets true. 

Who died for Beauty, as martyrs do 
For Truth— the ends being scarcely two, 

God's prophets of the Beautiful 
These poets were ; of iron rule, 

The rugged cilix, serge of wool. 

Here, Homer, with the broad suspense 
Of thunderous brows, and lips intense 
Of garrulous god-innocence. 

There, Shakespeare, on whose forehead climb 
The crowns o’ the world. Oh, eyes sublime, 
With tears and laughters for all time ! 

Here, ^schylus, the women swooned 
To see so a^ul, when he frowned 
As the gods didl — ^he standeth crowned* 

Euripides, with close and mild 
Scholastic lips, — that could be wild 
And laugh or sob out like a child 

Even in the classes. Sophocles, 

With that king’s look which, down the trace 
Followed the dark effigies 

Of the lost Theban. Hesiod old, 

Who, somewhat blind and deaf and cold. 
Oared most for gods and bulls. And bold 
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Electric Pindar, quick as fear, 

With race*dust on his cheeks, and clear 
Slant startled eyes that seem to hear 

The chariot rounding the last goal. 

To hurtle past it in his soul. 

And Sappho, with that gloriole 

Of ebon hair on calm^ brows. 

O poet-woman I none foregoes 
The leap, attaining the repose I 

Theocritus, with glittering locks 
Dropt sideway, as betwiri; the rooks 
He watched the Tisionary flocks. 

And Aristophanes, who took 

The world with mirth, and laughter-struck 

The hollow cayes of Thought and woke 

The infinite echoes hid in each. 

And Virgil ; shade of Mantuan beech 
Did help the shade of bay to reach 

And knit aroxmd his forehead high. 

For his gods wore less majesty 

Than Ms brown bees hummed deathlessly. 

Lucretius — ^nobler than his mood ; 

Who dropped his plummet down the broad 
Deep universe, and said ^No Gh)d,* 

Finding no bottom ; he denied 
Divinely the divine, and died 
Chief poet on the Tiber-side 
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By grace of Gk>d ! his face is stem, 

Ajb one compelled, in spite of scorn, 

To teach a truth he would not learn. 

And Ossian, dimly seen or guessed: 

Once counted greater than the rest, 

When mountain'Winds blew out his vest 

And Spenser drooped his dreamii^ head 
(With languid sleep>smile you had said 
]^om his own verse engender^) 

On Ariosto’s, till they ran 
Their curls in one. — The Italian 
Shot nimbler heat of bolder man 

From his fine lids. And Dante stmi 
And sweet, whose spirit was an um 
For wine and milk poured out in tom. 

Hard-souled Alfieri ; and fancy- willed 
Boiardo, — ^who with laughter filled 
The pauses of the jostled shield. 

And Bemi, with a hand stretched out 
To sleek that storm. And, not withon 
The wreath be died in, and the doubt 

He died by, Tasso f bard and lover, 

Whose visions wore too thin to cover 
The face of a false woman over. 

And soft Racine, — and grave Corneille, 

The orator of rhymes, whose wail 
Scarce shook his purple. And Petrarch pale 
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From whose brdnlighted heart was thrown 
A thonsand thoughts beneath the son, 

Each lucid with the name of One. 

And Oamoens, with that look he had. 
Compelling India's Gbnins sad 
From the wave through the Lunad^ — 

The murmurs of the storm-cape ocean 
Indrawn in \dbratiye emotion 
Along the Terse. And while devotion 

In his wild ejes fantastic shone 
Under the tonsure blown upon 
Bj airs celestial, — Calderon. 

And bold De Vega, — who breathed quick 
Verse after verse, till death's old trick 
Put pause to life and rhetoric. 

And Goethe — ^with that reaching eye 
His soul reached out from, far aod hi^ 
And fell from inner entity 

And Schiller, with heroic front, 

Worthy of Plutarch’s kiss upon 't, 

Too large for wreath of modem wont. 

And Chaucer, with his infantine 
Familiar dasp of things divine. 

That mark upon his lip is wine. 

Here, kfilton’s eyes strike piercing-dim. 
The shapes of suns and stars did swim 
like clouds from them, and granted him 
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God for sole vision. Cowley, there; 

Whose active fancy debonaire 
Drew straws like ainber — ^foul to fair. 

Drayton and Browne, — with smiles they drew 
From outward nature, still kept new 
From their own inward nature true. 

And Marlowe, Webster, Fletcher, Ben — 
Whose fire-hearts sowed our furrows wlfin 
The world was worthy of such men. 

And Bums, with pungent passionings 
Set in his eyes. Deep lyric springs 
Are of the fire-mount’s issuings. 

And Shelley, in his white ideal, 

All statue -blind ! And Keats liie real 
Adonis, with the hymeneal 

Fresh vemfd buds half sunk between 
His youthfhl curls, kissed straight and sheea 
In his Eome-grave, by Venus queen. 

And poor, proud Byron, — sad as grave, 

And salt as life : forlornly brave, 

And quivering with the dart he drave. 

And visionary Coleridge, who 

Did sweep his thoughts as angels do 

Their wings, with cadence up the Blue. 

These poets faced, and many more. 

The lighted altar looming o’er 
The douds of incense dim and hoar: 
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And all their faces, in the loll 
Of natural things, looked wonderful 
With life and death and deathless rule. 

All, still as stone, and yet intense ; 

As if by spirit’s rehemence 

That stone were carved, and not by sense. 

But where the heart of each should beat, 
There seemed a wound instead of it, 

From whence the blood dropped to their fee^ 

Drop after drop— dropped heavily, 

As century follows century 
Into the deep eternity. 

Then said the lady — and her word 
Came distant, sa wide waves were stirred 
Between her and the ear that heard, 

‘ World's uss is cold, worlds lone is vain, 
Worlds cruelty is bitter bane, 

But pain is not the fruit of pain. 

‘Harken, 0 poet, whom I led 

From the dark wood. Dismissing dread, 

Kow hear this angel in my stead. 

‘BQs organ’s clavier strikes along 
These poets’ hearts, sonorous, strong. 

They gave him without count of wrong^- 

‘ A diapason whence to guide 

Up to Gh)d’s feet, from these who died. 

An anthem fully glorified. 
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* Whereat Grod’s blessing . . . Ibarak 
Breathes back this nrnsic — folds it back 
Above the earth in vapoury rack, 

‘And men walk in it, crying ‘Lo, 

‘The world is wider, and we know 
‘The v«7 heavens look brighter so. 

“The stars move statelier round the edge 
‘Of the silver spheres, and give ir pledge 
‘ Their light for nobler privilege. 

‘ ‘No little flower but joys or grieves, 

‘Full life is rustling in the sheaves, 

‘Full spirit sweeps the forest-leaves,' 

‘ So works this music on the earth, 

God so admits it, sends it forth, 

To add another worth to worth — 

‘A new creation-bloom that rounds 
The old creation, and expounds 
His Beautiful in tuneful sounds. 

Nowhaikenr Then the poet gazed 
Upon the angel glorious-faced, 
ll^ose hand, mijestically raised. 

Floated across the organ-keys. 

Like a pale moon o’er murmuring seas, 

Wiih no touch but with influences. 

Then rose and fell (with swell and swound 
Of shapeless noises wandering round 
A concord which at last they found) 
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Those mystic keys — ^the tones were mixed, 
Dim, faint, and thrilled and throbbed betwixt 
The incomplete and the unfixed: 

And therein mighty minds were heard 
In mighty mosings, inly stirred. 

And struggling outward for a word. 

Until these surges, having run 
This way and Iha^ gave out as one 
An Aphroditd of sweet tune, — 

A Harmony, that, finding vent, 

Upward in grand ascension went, 

Winged to a heavenly argument— 

Up, upward I like a saint who strips 
The shroud back from his eyes and lips. 

And rises in apocalypse. 

A harmony sublime and plain, 

Which cleft (as fiying swan, the rain,— 
Throwing the drops off with a strain 

Of her white wing) those undertones 
Of perplext chords, and soared at once 
And struck out from the starry thrones 

Their several silver octaves as 
It passed to God. The music was 
Of divine stature — strong to pass. 

And those who heard it, understood 
Something of life in spirit and blood— 
Something of nature’s fair and good. 
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And while it Bounded, those great sonla 
Did thrill as raoers at the goals, 

And bom in all their aureoles. 

But she, the lady, as vapour-bound. 

Stood calmly in the joy of sound, — 
like Nature with the showers around. 

And when it ceased, the blood whiol feD, 
Again, alone grew audible, 

Tolliug the silence as a beiU 

The sovran angel lifted high 
His hand, and spake out sovranly. 

^ Tried poets, harken and reply 1 

^ Give me true answers. If we grant 
That not to suffer, is to want 
The conscience of the jubilant, — 

' If ignorance of anguish is 
But ignorance, — ^and mortis miss 
Far prospects, by a level bliss, — 

^I^ as two colours must be viewed 
In a visible image, mortals should 
Need good and e^ to see good, — 

*If to speak nobly comprehends 
To feel profoundly— if the ends 
Of power and suffering. Nature blend# 

^If poets on the tripod must 
Writhe like the Pythian, to make just 
Hieir oracles, and merit trust, — 
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‘If every vatic word that sweeps 
To change the world, mast pale their lipS| 
And leave their own sonls in eclipse, — 

‘If to search deep the universe 
Must pierce the searcher with a curse, — 
Because that holt (in man^s reverse) 

‘Was shot to the heart o’ the wood, and lies 
Wedged deepest in the best, — ^if eyes 
That look for visions and surprise 

‘From influent angels, must shut down 
Their lids first, upon sun and moon, 

The head asleep upon a stone, — 

‘If One who did redeem you back, 

By His own loss, from final wrack, 

Did consecrate by touch and track 

‘Those temporal sorrows, till the taste 
Of brackish waters of the waste 
Is salt with tears He dropt too fast, — 

‘If all the crowns of earth must wound 
With prickings of the thorns He found,^ 

If saddest sighs swell sweetest sound, — 

‘ What say ye unto this ?— refuse 
This baptism in salt water?— choose 
Calm breasts, mute lips, and labour loose I 

‘Or, oh, ye gifted givers I ye 
Who give your liberid hearts to me. 

To make the world this harmony, 
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Are je redgned that they be spent 
To such world’s help?’ — 

The Spirits bent 

Their awM brows and said — ‘ Content’ 

Content! it sounded like ameuj 
Said by a choir of mourning men ; 

An affirmation full of pain 

And patience, — ^ay, of glorying 
And adoration, — ^as a king 
Might seal an oath for governing. 

Then said the angel — and his face 
Lightened abroad, until the place 
Grew larger for a moment’s space, — 

The long fusles flashing out in light, 

And nave and transept columns white 
And arches crossed, being clear to sight 

As if the roof were ofl^ and all 
Stood in the noon-sun, — ^ Lo I I call 
To other hearts as liberal 

‘This pedal strikes out in the air: 

My instrument has room to bear 
Still fuller strsdns and perfecter. 

‘ Herein is room, and shall be room 
While Time lasts, for new hearts to come 
Consummating while they consume. 

‘ What living man will bring a ^ 

Of his own heart and help to lift 
The tune? — the race is to the swift’ 
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Bo asked the angeL Straight the vhiK 

A company came up the aisle 

With measured step and sorted smile; 

Oleaving the incense-clonds that rise, 
With winking nnaccnstomed eyes, 

And love-locks smelling sweet of spice 

One bore his head above the rest, 

As if the world were dispossessed 
And One did pillow chin on breast, 

Bright languid — an as he should fkint, 
One shook his curls across his paint, 
And moralised on worldly taint 

One, slanting up his face, did wink 
The salt rheum to the eyelid's brink. 

To think — Ogods! or — ^not to think! 

Borne trod out stealthily and slow, 

As if the sun would fall in snow 
If they walked to instead of fro. 

And some, with conscious ambling frea^ 
Did shake their bells right daintily 
On hand and foot, for harmony. 

And some, composing sudden sighs 
In attitudes of point device, 

Behearsed impromptu agonies. 

And when this company drew near 
The ^irits crowned, it might appear 
Submitted to a ghastiy fear. 
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As a sane eye in master-pasrion 
Constrains a maniac to the fashion 
Of hideous maniac imitation 

In the least geste — ^the dropping low 
O’ the lid, the wrinkling of the brow, 
Exaggerate with mock and mow, — 

8o, mastered was that company 
By the crowned vision utterly, 

Swayed to a maniac mockery. 

One dulled his eyeballs, as they ached 
With Homer’s forehead, though he lacked 
An inch of any. And one racked 

1^ lower lip with restless tooth. 

As Pindar’s mshing words forsooth 
Were pent behind it. One, his smooth 

Pink cheeks, did rumple passionate. 

Like JEschylus — and tried to prate 
On trolling tongue, of fate and fate. 

One set her eyes like Sappho’s-^r 
Any light woman’s I one forebore 
Like Dante, or any man as poor 

In mirth, to let a smile undo 

His hard-shut lips. And one that di^w 

Sour humours from his mother, blew 

His sunken cheeks out to the size 
Of most unnatural jollities, 

Because Anacreon looked jest-wise. 
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So with the rest. — It was a sight 
A great world-laughter would requite, 
Or great world-wrath, with equal right 

Out came a speaker from that crowd 
To speak for all — sleek and proud 
Exordial periods, while he bowed 

His knee before the angeL — ^Thua, 

O angel who hast called for us, 

We bring thee service emulous, — 

‘Fit service for suf&cient soul. 
Hand-service, to receive world^s dole, 
Lip-service, in world’s ear to roll 

‘ Adjusted concords — soft enow 
To hear the wine-cups passing, 1hrough| 
And not too grave to spoil the show. 

‘Thou, certes, when thou askest more, 

O sapient angel, leanest o’er 
The window-sill of metaphor. 

‘ To give our hearts up ! fie ! that rage 
Barbaric antedates the age. 

It is not done on any stage. 

‘Because your scald or gleeman went 
With seven or nine-stringed instrument 
Upon his back — ^must ours be bent? 

‘ We are not pilgrims, by youj leave ; 
Ho, nor yet martyrs ! if we grieve. 

It is to rhyme to . . . summer eve. 
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And if we labour, it shall be, 

As sniteth best with our degree, 

In after-dinner reverie.’ 

More jet that speaker would have said. 
Poising, between his smiles fair-fed, 

Each separate phrase till finished. 

But all the foreheads of those bom 
And dead true poets flashed with scorn 
Betwixt the bay-leaves round them worn-* 

Ay, jetted snch brave Are, that they, 

The new-come, shrank and paled away. 
Like leaden ashes when the day 

Strikes on the hearth. A spirit-blast^ 

A presence known by power, at last 
Took them np mutely — ^they had passed: 

And our pilgrim-poet, saw 
Only their places in deep awe, — 

What time the angel’s smile did draw 

His gazing upward. Smiling on, 

The angel in the angel shone. 

Revealing glory in benison. 

Till, ripened in the light which shut 
The poet in, his spirit mute 
Dropped sudden, as a perfect Imit. 

He fell before the angel’s feet, 

Saying — ‘ If what is true is sweety 
In something 1 may compass it 
VOL. I.—14 


Digitized by 


Google 



filO ▲ VISION OV i»UaTS. 

‘For, where my worthiness is poor, 

My will stands richly at the door, 

To pay short comings evermore. 

^Accept me therefore. Not for prioe^ 
And not for pride, my sacrifice 
Is tendered ! for my sonl is nice, 

And will beat down those dusty seeds 
Of bearded com, if she succeeds 
In soaring while the covey feeds. 

‘I soar — am drawn up like the lark 
To its white cloud. So high my mark, 
Albeit my wing is small and dark. 

ask no wages — seek no fame. 

Sew me, for shroud round face and nami^ 
God’s banner of the oriflamme. 

*I only would have leave to loose 
(In tears and blood, if so He choose) 

Mine inward music out to use. 

‘ I only would be spent — ^in pain 
And loss, perchance — ^but not in vain, 
Upon the sweetest of that strain ! 

* Only project, beyond the bound 
Of mine own life, so lost and found, 

My voice, and live on in its sound! 

‘Only embrace and be embraced 
By fiery ends, — whereby to waste. 

And light God’s future with my past* 
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The angel's smile grew more divine, 

The mortal speaking — ay, its shine 
Swelled fuller, like a choir-note fine, 

Till the broad glory round his brow 
Did vibrate witu the light below ; 

But what he said, I do not know. 

Nor know I if the man who prayed, 

Rose up accepted, unforbade, 

From the church-floor where he was laid, — 

Nor if a listening life did run 
Through the king-poets, one by one 
Rejoicing in a worthy son. 

My soul, which might have seen, grew blind 
By what it looked on : I can find 
No certain count of things behind. 

I saw alone, dim, white, and grand 
As in a dream, the angePs hand 
Stretched forth in gesture of command 

Straight through the haze. And so, as erst^ 
A strain more noble than the first 
Mused in the organ, and outburst 

With giant march, from floor to roof 
Rose the full notes, — now parted off 
In pauses massively aloof 

lake measured thunders, — now rejoined 
In concords of mysterious kind 
Which fused together sense and mind,— 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



81 S 


A. Y18ION OF POSTS. 


Now flashiiig sharp on sharp along 
Eznltant, in a mounting throng^ — 

Now dy ing off to a low song 

Fed upon minors! — wavelike sounds 
Be-eddjing into (nlver rounds, 

Enlarging liberty with bounds. 

And every rhythm that seemed to dose 
Survived in confluent underflows 
Symphonious with the next that rose. 

Thus the whole strain being multiplied 
And greatened, — with its glorifled 
Wings shot abroad from side to ade, — 

Waved backward (as a wind might wave 
A Brocken mist, and with as brave 
Wild roaring) arch and architrave, 

Aisle, transept, column, marble wall; 
Then swelling outward, prodigal 
Of aspiration beyond thrall, 

Soared, — and drew up with it the whole 
Of this said vision — ^as a soul 
Is raised by a thought And as a scroll 

Of bright devices is unrolled 
Still upward, with a gradual gold,— 

So rose the vision manifold, 

Angel and organ, and the round 
Of spirits, scflemuised and crowned, — 
While the freed clouds of incense wound 
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Asoeuding, following in their track, 

And glimmering faintly, like the rack 
O’ the moon in her own light cast back. 

And as that solemn Dream withdrew. 

The lady’s kiss did fall anew 
Cold on the poet’s brow as dew. 

And that same kiss which bound him dm 
Beyond the senses, now reversed 
Its own law, and most subtly pierced 

His spirit with the sense of things 
Sensual and present Yanishings 
Of glory, with ^£olian wings 

Struck him and passed : the lady’s face 
Did melt back in the chrysopras 
Of the orient morning sky that was 

Yet dear of lark,— and there and so 
She melted, as a star might do. 

Still smiling as she melted — slow. 

Smiling so slow, he seemed to see 
Her smile the last thing, gloriously, 

Beyond her— &r as memory. 

Then he looked round : he was alone. 

He lay before the breaking sun, 

As Jacob at the Bethel stone. 

And thought’s entangled skein being wound, 
He knew the moorland of his swound. 

And the pale pools that smeared the ground; 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



214 


A VISION OF POSTS. 


The far wood-pines, like offing ships — 

The fourth pool’s yew anear him ^ips, 
WarWs cruelty attaints his lips, 

And still he tastes it — ^bitter still — 

Through all that glorious possible 
He had the sight of present ilL 

Yet rising calmly up and slowly 
With such a cheer as scometh folly, 

A mild delightsome melancholy, 

He journeyed homeward through the wood, 
And pray^ along the solitude, 

Betwixt the pines, — ‘0 (Sod, my €k)dl’ 

The golden morning’s open flowings 
Did sway the trees to murmurous bowings. 
In metric chant of blessed poemsi 

And passing homeward through the wood, 
He prayed along the solitude, — 

‘ Thou, Poet-God, art great and good I 

* And though we must have, and have had 
Right reason to be earthly sad, — 

Thou, Poet-God, art great and glad!* 


OONOLUBIOH. 

Life treads on life, and heart on heart 
We press too close in church and mart^ 
To keep a dream or grave apart. 
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And I was ’ware of walking down 
That same green forest where had gone 
The poet-pilgrim. One by one 

I traced his footsteps. From the east 
A red and tender radiance pressed 
Through the near trees, until I guessed 

The sxm behind shone full and round ; 

While up the leanness profound 
A wind scarce old enough for sound 

Stood ready to blow on me when 
I turned that way ; and now and then 
The birds sang, and brake off again 

To shake their pretty feathers dry 
Of the dew sliding droppingly 
From the leaf-edges, and apply 

Back to their song. ^Twixt dew and bird 
So sweet a silence ministered, 

God seemed to use it for a word. 

Yet morning souls did leap and run 
In all things, as the least had won 
A joyous insight ol the sun. 

And no one looking round the wood 
Could help confessing as he stood, 

Thii Foet-God is glad arid good. 

But hark ! a distant sound that grows I 
A heaving, sinking of the boughs — 

A rustling murmur, not of those I 
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A bree^ noise, which is not breeze I 
And whdte-clad children by degrees 
Steal out in troops among the trees. 

Fair little children, morning-bright, 

With faces grave, yet soft to sight, 

Expressive of restrained delight 

Some plucked the palm-boughs within reaoh^ 
And others leaped up high to catch 
The upper boughs, and shake from each 

A rain of dew, till, wetted so, 

The child who held the branch let go. 

And it swang backward with a flow 

Of faster drippings. Then I knew 
The children laughed — ^but the laugh flew 
From its own chirrup, as might do 

A Mghtened song-bird ; and a child 
Who seemed the chief^ said very mild, 

‘ Hush! keep this morning undeflled.’ 

His eyes rebuked them from calm spheres) 
His soul upon his brow appears 
In waiting for more holy years 

I called the child to me and said, 

‘What are your palms for?’ — ‘To be spread, 
He answered, ‘ on a poet dead. 

‘The poet died last month, and now 
The world which had been somewhat slow 
In honouring his living brow. 
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^Oommands the palms— They must be strown 
On hia new marble very soon^ 

In a procession of the town.* 

I sighed and said, *’ Bid he foresee 
Any such honoor f ‘ Verily 
1 cannot tell yon,* answered he. 

* But this I know, — fain would lay 
Ifine own head down, another day, 

As he did, — ^with the fame away. 

* A lily, a friend's hand had plucked, 

Lay by his death-bed, which he looked 
As deep down as a b^ had sucked, 

^Then, taming to the lattice, gazed 
O’er hill and river, and upraised 
Tfia eyes illumined and amazed 

^ With the world’s beauty, up to Qod, 
Be-offering on their iris broi^ 

The images of things bestowed 

‘By the chief Poet. — ‘ Qod I’ he cried, 

‘ ‘ Be praised for anguish, which has tried ; 

For beauty, which has satisfied:— 

‘ ‘ For this world’s presence, half within 
And half without me— thou^t and scene— 
This sense of Being and Having been. 

“I thank Thee that my soul hath room 
For Thy grand world. Both guests may come— 
Beauty, to soul — Body, to tomb. 
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am oontent to be so weak. 

Pat strength into the words I speiJ^ 

And 1 am strong in what I seek. 

^ *1 am oontent to be so bare 

Before the archers, everywhere 

My woxmds being stroked by heavenly ait.. 

‘ ‘ I laid my soul before Thy feet, 

That Images of fair and sweet 
Should walk to other men on it 

* am oontent to fbel the step 

Of each pure Image let those keep 
To mandragore, who care to sleep. 

^ ^ I am content to touch the brink 
Of the other goblet, and 1 think 
My bitter drink a wholesome drink. 

^ ^ Because my portion was assigned 
Wholesome and bitter — ^Thou art kind. 
And I am blessed to my mind. 

‘ * Gifted for giving, I receive 
The maythom, and its scent outgive. 

I grieve not that I once did grieve. 

* *In my large joy of sight and touch 
Beyond what others count for such, 

I am content to suffer much. 

* * I hnow^\B all the mourner saith, 
Knowledge by suf^ring entereth ; 

And Life is perfected by Death.' ’ 
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The child spake nobly. Strange to hear, 
His infantine soft accents clear 
Oharged with high meanings, did appear; 

And fair to see his form and face, 

Winged out with whiteness and pure grace 
From the green darkness of the place. 

Behind his head a palm-tree grew: 

An orient beam which pierced it throng 
Transversely on his forehead drew 

The figure of a palm-branch brown 
Traced on its brightness up and down 
In fine fair lines, — a shadow-crown. 

Guido might paint his angels so-^ 

A little angel, taught to go 
With holy words to saints below. 

Such innocence of action yet 

Significance of object met 

In his whole bearing strong and sweek 

And all the children, the whole >and. 

Did round in rosy reverence stand. 

Each with «» palm-bough in his hand. 

* And so he died,’ I whispered. — ‘Nay, 

Not ao,’ the childish voice did say — 

‘That poet turned him, first, to pray. 

‘In silence, and God heard the rest 
Twixt the sun’s footsteps down the w^st* 
Then he called one who loved him besii, 
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* Yea, he c^ed softly through the room 
(His voice was weak yet tender) — ‘Oomo,* 
He said, ^oome nearer! Let the bloom. 

Of Life grow over, nndenied. 

This bridge of Death, which is not wid^— 

I shall be soon at the other side, 

^ ‘ Oome, kiss me !' So the one in truth 
Who loved him best — ^in love, not ruth, 
Bowed down and kissed him mouth to month. 

* And, in that kiss of Love, was won 
Life’s manumission. All was done — 

The mouth that kissed last, kissed alons» 

* But in the former, confluent Mss, 

The same was sealed, I think, by His, 

To words of truth and uprightness.* 

The child’s voice trembled— his lips shook 
like a rose leaning o’er a brook, 

Whidi vibrates though it is not struck. 

* And who,* I asked, a little moved 
Yet curious-eyed, ^ was this that loved 
And kissed him last, as it behoved I* 

* /,* softly said the child ; and then. 

*/,’ said he louder, once again. 

*Mu ton ^ — ^my rank is among men. 

* And now that men exalt his name 
I oome CO gather palms with them. 

That holy Love may hallow Fame. 
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*He did not die alone, nor shonld 
His memory live so, ^mid these mde 
World-praisers — a worse solitude. 

*Me, a voice oalleth to that tomb 

Where these are strewing branch and bloom, 

Saying, eome nearer / — ^and I come. 

* Glory to God I’ resnm^ he, 

And ^ eyes smiled for victory 

O'er their own tears which I conld see 

Fallen on the palm, down dieek and chin— 
*That poet now has entered in 
The place of rest which is not sin. 

* And while he rests, his songs in troops 
Walk np and down onr earthly slopes, 
Oompanioned by diviner Hopes.' 

*Bnt th(Wy^ I murmured, — ^to engage 
The child's speech farther— ‘hast an age 
Too tender for this orphanage.' 

‘Glory to God— to God I' he saith, 

‘ EnOWLlDOB BT STTFrEBINO BNTBBXTH, 

AMD Ln IS FBBFBOTBD BT DbATB.' 
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THE POET’S VOW. 

O b# wiser tbon, 

Instnioted tbet true knowledge leads to loyei 

WoBMwonm 


PABT THE FIRST. 


1 m TOW WAS MAO& 


u 

fin is a twofold mystery ; 

The stillness Earth doth keep,*— 
The motion wherewith human hearts 
Do each to either leap, 

As if idl souls between the poles, 

Felt * Parting comes in sleep.’ 


n. 

The rowers lift their oars to view 
Each other m the sea ; 

The landsmen watch the rooking boats 
In a pleasant company ; 

While np the hill go gladlier still 
Dear friends by two and three. 

in. 

The peasant’s wife hath looked without 
Her cottage door and smiled, 

For there the peasant drops his spade 
To clasp his youngest child 

Which hath no speech, but its hands can reach 
Ami stroke his forehead mild. 
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IV. 

A. poet sate that eventide 
Within his hall alone, 

As silent as its ancient lords 
In the coffined place of stone, 
Whenthebathath shrunkfrom the prayingmonlk 
And the praying monk is gone. 


V. 

Nor wore the dead a stiller face 
Beneath the cerement's roll. 

His lips refnsing out in words 
Their mystic tlioughts to dole. 

His stedfast eye burnt inwardly, 

As burning out his soul. 

VI. 

You would not think that brow could e^er 
Ungentle moods express. 

Yet seemed it, in this troubled world, 

Too calm for gentleness ; 

When the very star, that shines from far, 
Shines trembling nevertheless. 


vn. 

It lacked, all need, the softening light 
Which other brows supply. 

We should conjoin the soathdd trunks 
Of our humanity. 

That each leafless spray entwining may 
Look softer 'gainst the sky. 
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None gazed within the poef s &ce. 

The poet gazed in none. 

He threw a lonely shadow straight 
Before the moon and snn. 

Affronting natnre^s heaven-dwelling creatum 
With wrong to nature done. 

EC. 

Because this poet daringly, 

The nature at his heart, 

And that quick tune along his veins 
He could not change by art. 

Had vowed his blood of brotherhood 
To a stagnant place apart. 

X. 

He did not vow in fear, or wrath, 

Or grief’s fantastic whim, — 

But, weights and shows of sensual thingn 
Too closely crossing him. 

On his soul’s eyelid the pressure did 
And made its vision dim. 

XL 

And darkeidng in the dark he strove 
^Twixt earth and sea and sky 
To lose in shadow, wave, and cloud, 

His brother’s haunting cry. 

The winds were welcome as they swept 
God’s five-day work he would accept 
But let the rest go by. 
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zn. 

He cried — ‘ O toncMog, patient Earth, 
That weepest in thj glee, 

Whom Gk)d created very good, 

And very moumfol, we I 
Thy voice of moan doth reach His thxi ne, 
As AbePs rose from thee. 

zm. 

*Poor crystal slcy, with stars astray I 
Mad winds, that howling go 
From east to west t perplezdd seas, 

That stagger from their blow I 
0 motion wild ! O wave defiledi 
Our curse bath made yon so. 


xrv. 

*WeI and <mr curse I do /partake 
The desiccating sin ? 

Have / the apple at my lips ? 

The money-lust within ? 

Do / human stand with the wounding hand, 
To the blasting heart akin ? 


zv. 

* Thou solemn pathos of ah things, 

For solemn joy designed I 
Behold, submissive to your cause 
An holy wrath I find. 

And, for your sake, the bondage break, 
That knits me to my kind. 

VOL. I.— 16 
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xn. 

*H«8r me ibrswetr man?s gymprtliit% 
His pletsint jea and no, 
ffis riot on the piteous eartli 
Whereon his thisdes grow I 
His changing lore — with stars above I 
His pride with graves below! 

XTn. 

* Hear me forswear his roc^ by ni^it| 

His bread and salt bj day. 

His talkings at the wood-fire hearth. 

His greetings by the way. 

His answering looks, his systemed booki^ 
All man, for aye and aye. 

xviu. 

•That so my purged, once human heart, 
From all the human rent, 

May gather strength to pledge and drink 
Your wine of wonderment, 

While yon pardon me, all blessing^y. 

The woe mine Adam sent 

xrx. 

* And I shall feel yonr nnseen loofti 

Iminmerona, constant, deep, 

And soft as hannted Adam once, 

Thon(^ sadder, ronnd me creep, — 

As dnmbering men have mystic ken 
Of watchers on their deep. 
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XX. 

•And ever, when I lift my brow 
At evening to the snn, 

No voice of woman or of child 
Recording, • Day is done,’ 

Tour silences shall a love express, 
More deep than such an one.’ 


PAST THE SECOND. 

Mownra to whom tsu tow pmlabss. 

I. 

The poet’s vow was inly sworn. 

The poet’s vow was told. 

He shared among his crowding Mends 
The silver and the gold. 

They clasping bland his gift, — his hand 
In a somewhat sLaoker hold. 

II. 

They wended forth, the crowding Mends^ 
With farewells smooth and kind. 

They wended forth, the solaced Mends; 

And left but twain behind : 

One loved him true as brothers do, 

And one was Rosalind. 


ra. 

He said — *My Mends have wended forth 
With farewells smooth and kind — 
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Mine oldest Mend, my plighted bride. 
Ye need not stay behind. 

Friend, wed my fair bride for my sake, 
And let my lands ancestral make 
A dower for Hosalind 


IV. 

* And when beside yonr wassail board 
Te bless yonr social lot, 

I charge yon that the giver be 
In all ^ gifts forgot 
Or alone of all his words recall 
The last, — Lament me not* 


V. 

She looked upon him silently, 

With her large, doubling eyes. 

Like a child that never knew but love, 
Whom words of wrath surprise. 

Till the rose did break from either dieek. 
And the sudden tears did rise. 


VI. 

She looked upon him mournfully, 
While her large eyes were grown 
Yet larger with the steady tears, 
Till, all Ms purpose known, 

She tumM slow, as she would g»— 
The tears were shi^en down. 


vn. 

She turned riow, as she would go^ 
Then quickly turned again, 

And gazing in his face to seek. 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 


THE poet’s vow. 


Some little touch of pain — 

I thought,’ she said, — ^but shook her head, — 
She tried that speech in vain. 

Till. 

^ I thought — ^but I am half a child. 

And very sage art thou — 

The teachings of the heaven and earth 
Should keep us soft and low. 

They have drawn my tears in early yearly 
Or ere I wept — as now. 

IX. 

* But now that in my face I read 
Their cruel homily, 

Before their beauty I would fain 
Untouched, unsoftened be, — 

If /indeed could look on even 
The senseless, loveless earth and heaven 
As canst look on me! 


X. 

^ And oouldest thou as coldly view 
Thy childhood’s far abode, 

Where little feet kept time with thine 
Along the dewy sod? 

And thy mother’s look from holy book| 
Bose like a thought of God? 

XL 

* 0 brother,— called so, ere her last 
Betrothing words were said I 
O fellow-watcher in her room. 

With hushdd ^oice and tread I 
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Bememberest thon bow, hand in hand, 
O friend, O lover, we did stand, 

And laiew that she was dead! 


XII. 

‘ I will not live Sir Boland's bride,— 
That dower I will not hold I 
I tread below mj feet that go. 

These parchments bought and sold. 
The tears I weep, are mine to keep, 
And worthier than thy gold.' 

xin. 

The poet and Sir Boland stood 
Alone, each turned to each, 

Till Boland brake the silence left 
By that soft-throbbing speech— 
*Poor heart!' he cried, 4t vainly tried 
The distant heart to readi. 


XIV. 

« And thon, 0 distant, sinfdl heart, 

That climbest up so high, 

To wrap and blind thee with the snowa 
That cause to dream and die — 

What blessing can, from lips of man. 
Approach thee with his sigh f 


XV. 

Ay, what, from earth— create for man, 
And moaning in his moan? 

Ay, what from stars — revealed to man. 
And man-named, Dne by one ? 
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A.y, more I what blessing can be given, 
Wliere the Spirits seven do show in heaven 
A MAN upon the throne ? — 


XVI. 

man on earth he wandered once, 

All meek and nndedled, 

And those who loved Him, said ‘He wept’ — 
Hone ever said He smiled ; 

Yet tliere might have been a smile unseen, 
When He bowed his holy face, I ween. 

To bless that happy child. 


xvn. 

‘And now he pleadeth np in heaven 
For our humanities. 

Till the ruddy light on seraphs’ wings 
In pale emotion dies. 

They can better bear his Godhead’s glare, 
Than the pathos of his eyes. 


xvni. 

‘I will go pray our God to-day 
To teach thee how to scan 
His work divine, for human use 
Since earth on axle rani 
To teach thee to discern as plain 
His grief divine — ^the blood-drop’s stain 
He left there, man for man. 

Al A# 

^8o, for the blood’s sake, shed by Him 
Whom angels God declare. 
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Teara, like it, moist and wann witli love, 
Thy reverent eyes shall wear, 

To see i' tlie face of Adam's race 
The nature God doth share.' 


XX. 

‘I heard,' the poet said, ‘thy voice 
As dimly as thy breath. 

The sonnd was like the noise of life 
To one anear his death, — 

Or of waves that fail to stir tlie pale 
Sere leaf they roll beneath. 

TTT. 

*And still between the sound and me 
White creatures like a mist 
Did interfloat confusedly, — 

Mysterious shapes unwist I 
Across my heart and across my brow 
I felt them droop like wreaths of snow, 
To still the pulse they kist 


zxn. 

‘ The castle and its lands are thine — 

The poor’s — ^it shall be done. 

Go, man^ to love I 1 go to live 
In Oourland hall, alone. 

The bats along the ceilings cling, 

The lizards in the floors do run. 

And storms and years have worn and reft 
The stain by human builders left 
In worki^ at the stone,’ 
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PART THE THIRD. 
•BOWlKd HOW TH> TOW WAB Un. 


I. 

He dwelt alone, and, snn and n oon, 
Were witness that he made 

Bejection of his humanness 
Until they seemed to fade. 

His face did so ; for he did grow 
Of his own soul afraid. 

n. 

The self-poised God may dwell alone 
With inward glorying. 

But God’s chief angel waiteth for 
A brother’s voice, to sing ; 

And a lonely creature of sinM nature,-* 
It is an awful thing. 


m. 

An awful thing that feared itself 
While many years did roll, 

A lonely man, a feeble man, 

A part beneath the whole— 

He bore by day, he bore by night 
That pressure of God’s infinite 
Upon his finite soul. 

IV. 

The poet at his lattice sate. 

And downward looked he. 
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Three Christians wended by to prayers^ 
With mate ones in their ee. 

Each tnmed above a face of love, 

And called him to the far ohap^Ue 
With voice more tuneful than its bell— 
But still they wended three. 


V. 

They journeyed by a bridal pomp, 
A bridegroom and his dame. 

He speaketh low for happiness, 
She blusheth red for shame ; 
But never a tone of benison 
From out the lattice came. 


VI. 

A little child with inward song, 

Ho louder noise to dare. 

Stood near the wall to see at play 
The lizards green and rare — 

Unblessed the while for his childish smile 
Which cometh unaware. 


PAST THE FOURTH. 

1 iHownia HOW K08Auin> wauvd st not khbpino oi thh vow 

n 

Is death-sheets lieth Rosalind, 

As white and still as they ; 

And the old nurse that watched her bed, 
Rose up with ‘ Well-a-dayP 
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And oped the casement to let in 
The son, and that sweet doubtful din 
Which droppeth from the grass and bough 
Sans wind and bird, none knoweth how — 
To cheer her as she lay. 


II. 

The old nurse started when she saw 
Her sadden look of woe. 

But the quick wan tremblings round her moutb 
In a meek smile did go, 

And calm she said, ^ When I am dead. 

Dear nurse, it shall be so. 

m. 

* Till then, shut out those sights and soundsi 

And pray GK>d pardon me, 

That I without this pain, no more 
His blessed works can see ! 

And lean beside me, loving nurse. 

That thou may’st hear, ere I am worse, 

What thy last love should be.’ 

IV. 

The loving nurse leant over her. 

As white she lay beneath ; 

The old eyes searching, dim with life, 

The young ones dim with death. 

To read their look if sound forsook 
The trying, trembling breath,— 

v. 

* When all this feeble breath is done, 

And I on bier am Md, 
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My tresses smootlied for Dever a feaEt, 

My body in shrond arrayed, 

Uplift each palm in a saintly calm, 

As if that still 1 prayed. 

VI. 

^ And heap beneath mine head the flowers 
Yon stoop so low to pnll, — 

The little white flowers from the wood, 
Which grow there in the cool. 

Which he and I, in childhood's games, 
Went plncking, knowing not their names, 
And filled thine apron frilL 

vn. 

* Weep not! /weep not. Death is strong^ 

The eyes of Death are dry ! 

Bnt lay this scroll upon my breast, 

When hushed its heavings lie. 

And await awhile for the corpse's smile 
Which shineth presently. 

vm. 

* And when it shineth, straightway call 

Thy youngest ehild^ dear. 

And bid them gently carry me 
All barefaced on the bier — 

But bid them pass my kirkyard grass 
That waveth long anear. 

IX. 

* And up the bank where I used to sit 

And dream what life would be, 

Along the brook, with its sunny look 
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Akin to living glee, — 

O’er the windy hill, throngh the forest still, 
Let them gently carry me. 

X. 

* And throngh the piney forest still. 

And down the open moorland — 

Roxmd where the sea beats mistily 
And blindly on the foreland ; 

And let them chant that hymn I know, 
Bearing me soft, bearing me slow, 

To the ancient hall of Oourland. 


XI, 

* And when withal they near the hall, 
In silence let them lay 
My bier before the bolted door, 

And leave it for a day. 

For I have vowed, though I am prond. 
To go there as a gnest in shroud, 

And not be turned away.’ 


xn. 

The old nurse looked within her eyes, 
Whose mutual look was gone ; 

The old nurse stooped upon her month, 
Whose answering voice was done; 

And nought she heard, till a little bird 
Upon the casement's woodbine swinging^ 
Broke out into a loud sweet singing 
For joy o’ the summer sun, 

‘ Alack I alack I’ — she watched no more — 
With head on knee she wad^d sore; 

And the little bird sang o’er and o’er 
For joy o’ the summer sun. 
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PABT THE FIFTH. 


l. 

The poet oped his bolted door 
The midnight skj to view. 

A spirit-feel was in the air 
Which seemed to touch his spirit hare 
Whenever his breath he drew; 

And the stars a liquid softness had. 

As alone their holiness forbade 
Their falling with the dew. 

n. 

They shine upon the stedfast hills, 
Upon the swinging tide, 

Upon the narrow track of beach, 

And the murmuring pebbles pied. 
The7 shine on every lovely place, 
They shine upon the corpse’s ftce, 

As it were fair beside. 

m. 

It lay before him, humanlike. 

Yet so unlike a thing! 

More awftd in its shrouded pomp 
Than any crownM king: 

All calm and cold, as it did hold 
Some secret, glorying. 


IV. 

A heavier weight than of its clay 
Clung to his heart and knee. 
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As if those folded palms could strike, 

He staggered groanmgly, 

And then o’er-hnng, without a groan, 
The meek close mouth that smiled alone, 
Whose speech the scroll must he. 


THE W0BD6 OF BOSALINB’S SCROLL. 

*1 LEFT thee last, a child at heart, 

A woman scarce in years. 

I come to thee, a solemn corpse, 

Which neither feels nor fears. 

I have no breath to use in sighs. 

They laid the death-weights on mine eyes, 
To seal thm safe from tears. 

* Look on me with thine own calm look — 
I meet it calm as thou I 

Ho look of thine can change thi$ smile. 

Or break thy sinful vow. 

I tell thee that my poor scorned heart 

Is of thine earth . . thine earth, a part^ 

It cannot vex thee now. 

*But out, alas! these words are writ 
By a living, loving One, 

Adown whose cheeks, the proofs of life 
The warm quick tears do run. 

Ah, let the unloving corpse control 

Thy scorn back from the loving soul 
Whose place of rest is won. 
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have prayed for thee with bursting sobi% 
When passion’s course was free. 

1 have prayed for thee with silent lip8| 

In the anguish none could see. 

They whispered oft, ‘She sleepeth soft’ — 
But I only prayed for thee. 

‘ Gk) to 1 I pray for thee no more — 

The corpse’s tongue is stilL 
Its folded fingers point to heaven. 

But point there stiff and chill. 

No farther wrong, no fiEirther woe 
Hath license from the sin below 
Its tranquil heart to thrilL 

‘I charge thee, by the living’s prayer, 

And the dead’s silentness, 

To wring from out thy soul a cry 
Which God shall hear and bless 1 
Lest Heaven’s own palm droop in my hand, 
And pale among the saints 1 stand, 

A saint companionless.’ 


v. 

Bow lower down before the throne^ 
Triumphant Bosalind * 

He boweth on thy corpse his face, 

And weepeth as the blind. 

’Twas a dread sight to see them so— 

For the senseless corpse rocked to and fro 
With the wail of his living mind. 
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TI. 

Bnt dreader sight, ooeld such be seen. 

His inward mind did lie, 

Whose long-subjected humanness 
Gave out its lion cry, 

And fiercely rent its tenement 
In a mortal agony. 

vn. 

I tell you, friends, had you heard his wail, 
Twould haunt you in court and mart| 

And in merry feast, until you set 
Your cup down to depart — 

That weeping wild of a reckless ohild 
From a proud man's broken heart. 

vnL 

O broken heart, 0 broken vow, 

That wore so proud a feature I 
God, grasping as a thunderbolt 
The man’s rejected nature, 

Smote him therewith, i* the presence hi^ 

Of his so worshipped earth and sky 
That looked on all indifferently — 

A wailing human creature. 

EE. 

A human creature found too weak 
To bear his human pain I 
(May Heaven’s dear grace have spoken peace 
To his dying heart and brain I) 

For when they came at dawn of day 
To lift the lady’s corpse away, 

Her bier was holding twain. 

VOL. I. — 16 
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X. 

They dng beneath the kirkyard grass 
For both, one dwelling deep, 

To which, when years had mossed the stone, 
Sir Bonald brought his little son 
To watch the funeral heap. 

And when the happy boy would rather 
Turn upward his blithe eyes to see 
The wood-doves nodding from the tree — 
‘Kay, boy, look downward,* said his &thAr 
‘Upon ^is human dust asleep. 

And hold it in thy constant ken 
That God’s own unity compresses 
(One into one) the human many, 

And that his everlastingness is 
The bond which is not loosed by any!— 
That thou and I this law must keep, 

If not in love, in sorrow then I 
Though smiling not like other men, 

Still, like them, we must weepw* 
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THE ROMAUNT OF MARGRET. 


Qui mj AlTectioDS find out nothing besti 
But still snd still romoTof— 

Qvabum. 


I. 

I PLANT a tree whose leaf 
The yew-tree leaf will suit. 

But when its shade is o’er you laid, 

Turn round and plnck the frnit. 

How reach my harp from off the wall 
Where shines the sun aslant! 

The sun may shine and we be cold — 

O harken, loving hearts and bold, 

Unto my wild romaunt, 

Idargret, Margret 


IL 

Sitteth the fair ladye 
Close to the river side, 

Which runneth on with a merry tone 
Her merry thoughts to guide* 

It runneth through the trees, 

It runneth by the hill, 

ISTathless the lady’s thoughts have found 
A way more pleasant still. 

Margret, Margret. 
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III. 

The night is in her hair 
And giveth shade to shade, 

And the pale moonlight on her forehead nvhiU 
Like a spirit^s hand is laid. 

Her lips part witli a smile 
Instead of speakings done. 

I ween, she thinketh of a voice, 

Albeit nttering none. 

Margret, Margret. 


AH little birds do sit 
With heads beneath their wings: 
Nature doth seem in a mystic dream, 
Absorbed from her living things. 
That dream by that ladye 
Is certes nnpartook, 

For she looketh to the high cold stars 
With a tender human look. 

Margret, Margret 


V. 

The lady^s shadow lies 
Upon the running river. 

It lieth no less in its quietness. 

For that which resteth never. 

Most like a trusting heart 
Upon a passing faith, — 

Or as, upon the course of life, 
llie stedfast doom of death. 

Margret, Margret 
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. TI. 

The lady doth not move, 

The lady doth not dream, 

Yet she seeth her shade no longer Imd 
In rest upon the stream. 

It shaketh without wind, 

It parteth from the tide, 

It standeth upright in the cleft moonlight, 
It sitteth at her side. 

Margret, Margret 


VII. 

Look in its face, ladye. 

And keep thee from thy swound ! 
With a spirit bold, thy pulses hold, 

And hear its Voice’s sound. 

For so will sound thy voice, 

When thy face is to the wall ; 

And such will be thy face, ladye. 

When the maidens work thy pall. 

Margret, Margret. 


VIII. 

‘Am I not like to thee ?’ — 

The voice was calm and low ; 

And between each word you might have heard 
The silent forests grow. 

'‘The like may ewa/y the like^ 

By which mysterious law 
Jfine eyes from thine and my lips from thine 
The light and breath may draw. 

Margret, Margret. 
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IX. 

My lips do need thy breath, 

My lips do need thy smile, 

And my pallid eyne, that light in thine 
Which met the stars erewhUe. 

Yet go with light and life, 

If that thon lovest one 
In all the earth, who loveth thee 
As tmly as the sun, 

Margret, Margret* 


X. 

Her cheek had wax^d white 
lake doud at fall of snow; 

Then like to one at set of son, 

It waxM red als5 ; 

For live’s name maketh bold. 

As if the loved were near. 

And then she sighed the deep long sigh 
Which cometh after fear, 

Margret, Margret 


XL 

*Now, sooth, I fear thee not—** 

Shall never fear thee now!’ 

(And a noble s^ht was the sudden light 
Wliich lit her lifted brow.) 

* Oan earth be dry of streams f 
Or hearts, of love ?’ she said ; 

Who doubt6th love, can know not love ; 
He is already dead.’ 

Margret, Margret 
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xn. 

‘I have’ . . . and here her lips 
Some word in pause did keep, 

And gave the while a quiet smile, 

As if they paused in sleep, — 

‘ I have ... a brother dear, 

A knight of knightly fame I 
T broidered him a knightly scarf 
With letters of my name. 

Margret, Margrel 


XIII. 

‘ I fed his grey goss hawk, 

I kissed his fierce bloodhoimd, 

1 sate at home when he might come 
And caught his horn’s far sound. 

I sang him hunter’s songs, 

I poured him the red wine — 

He looked across the cup and smd, 

I lave thee^ eister 

Margret, MargreU 


XIV. 

IT trembled on the grass. 

With a low, shadowy laughter. 

The sounding river which rolled for ever. 
Stood dumb and stagnant after. 

‘Brave knight thy brother isl 
But better loveth he 

Thy chaliced wine than thy chanted song. 
And better both, than thee, 

Margret, Margret 
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XV. 

The lady did not heed 
The river’s silence while 
Her own thoughts still ran at their will, 

And calm was still her smile. 

‘My little sister wears 
The look our mother wore : 

I smooth her locks with a golden comb, 

I bless her evermore.’ 

Margret, Margret 

XVI. 

‘ I gave her my first bird. 

When first my voice it knew ; 

I made her share my posies rare. 

And told her where they grew. 

1 taught her Gk)d’s dear name 
With prayer and praise, to tell — 

Bhe looked from heaven into my free. 

And said, I love thee v>eW 

Margret, Margret 


XVIL 

IT trembled on the grass 
With a low, shadowy laughter. 

You could see each bird as it woke and stared 
Through the shrivelled foliage after. 

‘Fair child thy sister isl 
But better loveth she 

Thy golden comb than thy gathered fiowers, 
And better both, tlian thee, 

Margret, Margret* 
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XTIIL 

The lady did not heed 
The withering on the bongh ; 

Still calm her smile, albeit the while 
A little pale her brow, 
have a father old. 

The Lord of ancient halls. 

An hundred friends are in his court, 

Tet only me he calls. 

Margret, Margret 


XIX. 

^An hundred knights are in his oourt^ 

Yet read I by his knee ; 

And when forth they go to the tourney show 
1 rise not up to see. 

Tis a weary book to read, 

My tryst’s at set of sun, 

But loving and dear beneath the stars 
Is his blessing when Pve done.’ 

Margret, Margret 


XX. 

IT trembled on the grass 
With a low, shadowy laughter; 

And moon and star though bright and far 
Did shrink and darken after. 

^High lord thy father is! 

But better loveth he 

His ancient halls than his hundred friends, 
His ancient halls, than thee, 

Margret, Margret* 
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m. 

The lady did not heed 
That the far stard did fail : 

Still calm her ainile, albeit the while . • 
Nay, but she is not pale ! 

^ I have a more than friend 
Across the mountains dim: 

No other’s voice is soft to me, 

Unless it nameth Aim.’ 

Margret, Margret 


zznu 

^Though louder beats mine heart 
I know his tr^ad again. 

And his fhr plume aye, unless turned away, 
For the tears do blind me then. 

We brake no gold, a sign 
Of stronger faith to be,— 

But i wear his last look in my soul, 

Whidi said, I loee hut theeP 

Margret, Margret 


xzm. 

IT trembled on the grass 
With a low, shadowy laughter ; 

And the wind did toll, as a passing Soul 
Were sped by church-bell after; 

And shadows, ’stead of light, 

Feu from the stars above, 

In flakes Of darkness on her face 
StiU bright with trusting love. 

Margret, Margret 
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XXIT. 

‘Ho lofied but only thee! 

That love is transient too. 

The wild hawk^s bill doth dabble still 
I’ the month that vowed thee true. 
Will he open his dull eyes, 

When tears fall on his brow? 

Behold, the death-worm to his heart 
Is a nearer thing than thou^ 

Margret) Margret.* 


XXV. 

Her face was on the ground — 

Hone saw the agony. 

But the men at sea did that night agree 
They heard a drowning cry. 

And when the morning brake, 

Fast rolled the river^s tide^ 

With the green trees waving overhead. 
And a white corse laid beside. 

Margret, Margret 


XXVI. 

A knight’s bloodhound and he 
The funeral watch did keep ; 

With a thought o’ the chase he stroked its foce 
As it howled to see him weep. 

A Mr child kissed the dead. 

But shrank before its cold : 

And alone yet proudly in his hall 
Did stand a baron old. 

Margret, Margret. 
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xxvn. 

Hang np my harp again 1 
I have no v^oice for song. 

Not song bnt wail, and mourners pale 
Not bards, to love belong. 

O failing human love ! 

0 light, by darkness known I 
O fal^ the while thou treadest earth* 

O deaf beneath the stone I 

Margret, Margrei 


ISOBEL’S CHILD. 

— 80 find we proBt, 

Bj ^oetof of our preyen. 

SHAKSrBAXB. 


L 

To rest the weary nurse has gone. 

An eight-day watch had watchdd she, 
Stall rooking breath sun and moon 
The baby on her knee, 

Till Isobel its mother said 
‘The fever waneth — ^wend to bed, 

For now the watch oomes round to me»' 


u. 

Then wearily the nurse did throw 
Her pallet in the darkest place 
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Of that sick room, and slept and dreamed. 

For, as the gusty wind did blow 

The night-lamp’s glare across her face, 

She saw, or seemed to see, but dreamed, 

That l^e poplars tall on the opposite hill, 
llie seven t^ poplars on the hill, 

Did clasp the setting sun until 
His rays dropped from him, pined and still 
Aj 9 blossoms in &ost! 

Till he waned and paled, so weirdly crossed, 
To the colour of moonlight which doth pass 
Over the dank ridged churchyard grass. 

The poplars held the sun, and he 
The eyes of the nurse that ^ey should not see, 
Not for a moment, the babe on her knee, 
Though she shuddered to feel that it grew to be 
Too chill, and lay too heavily. 

m. 

She only dreamed; for all the while 
Twas Lady Isobel that kept 
The little baby, — and it slept 
Fast, warm, as if its mother’s smile, 

Laden with love’s dewy weight, 

And red as rose of Harpocrate 
Dropt upon its eyelids, pressed 
Lashes to cheek in a sealM rest 


IV. 

And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 
She knew not that she smiled. 
Against the lattice, dull and wild 
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Drive the heavy droning drops, 

Drop by drop^ the sound being one^ 

As momently time’s segments fall 
On the ear of God, who hears iiiron^ all 
Eternity’s unbroken monotone. 

And more and more smiled Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well — 

She knew not that she smiled. 

The wind in intermission stops 
Down in the beechen forest, 

Then cries aloud 
As one at the sorest, 

Self-stung, self-driven. 

And rises up to its very tops. 

Stiffening erect the branches bowed, 

Dilating with a tempest>sonl 
The trees that with their dark hands breal 
Through their own outline and heavily roll 
Shadows as massive as clouds in heaven, 
Across the castle lake. 

And more and nmre smUed Isobel 
To see the baby sleep so well ; 

She knew not that she smiled; 

She knew not that the storm was wild. 
Through the uproar drear she could not hear 
The castle clock which struck anear — 

She heard the low, light breathing of her child. 

V. 

O sight for wondering lookl 
While the external nature broke 
Into such abandonment. 

While the very mist heart-rent 
By the lightning, seemed to eddy 
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Against nature, with a din, 

A sense of silence and of steady 
Natorid calm appeared to come 
From things without, and enter In 
The human creatnre^s room. 

VI. 

tio motionless she sate, 

The babe asleep upon her knees, 

You might have dreamed their souls had gont 
Away to things inanimate, 

In such to live, in such to moan ; 

And that their bodies had ta'en back. 

In mystic change, all silences 
That cross the sky in cloudy rack, 

Or dwell beneath the reedy ground 
In waters safe from their own sound. 

Only she wore 

The deepening smile 1 named before. 

And that a deepening love expressed; 

And who at once can love and rest ? 

VII. 

In sooth the smile that then was keeping 
Watch upon the baby sleeping, 

Floated with its tender light 
Downward, from the drooping eyes, 

Upward, from the lips apart, 

Over cheeks which had grown white 
With an eight4ay weeping. 

All smiles come in such a wise. 

Where tears shall fall or have of old— 

Like northern lights that fill the heart 
Of heaven in sign of cold. 
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VIII. 

Motionless she sate. 

Her hair had fallen by its weight 
On each side of her smile, and lay 
Very blacily on the arm 
Where the baby nestled warm, 

Pale as baby carved in stone 
Seen by glimpses of the moon 
Up a dark cathedral aisle. 

But, through the storm, no moonbeam M 
Upon the child of Isobel — 

Perhaps yon saw it by the ray 
Alone of her still smile. 

IX. 

A solemn thing it is to me 
To look npon a babe that sleeps; 

Wearing in its spirit-deeps 
The undeveloped mystery 
Of our Adam’s taint and woe. 

Which, when they developed be, 

Will not let it slumber so I 
Lying new in life beneath 
The shadow of the coming death, 

With that soft, low, quiet breath, 

As if it felt the sun I 
Knowing all things by their blooms, 

Not their roots, yea, sun and sky, 

Only by their warmth that comes 
Out of each, — earth, only by 
The pleasant hues that o’er it run,— 

And human love, by drops of sweet 
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White nonrishment still hanging roLnd 
The little month so slnmber-bound« 

All which broken sentaency 
And conclusion incomplete, 

Will gather and unite and climb 

To an immortality 

Good or evil, each sublime, 

Through life and death to hfe agam. 

O little lids now folded fast, 

Must ye learn to drop at last 
Our large and burning tears? 

O warm quick body, must thou lie, 

When the time comes round to die, 

Still, from all the whirl of years, 

Bare of all the joy and pain ? — 

O small frail being, wilt thou stand 
At God’s right hand, 
lifting up those sleeping eyes 
Dilated by great destinies. 

To an endless waking ? thrones and seraphim, 
Through the long ranks of their solemnities, 
Sunnmgthee with calm looks of Heaven’s surprise^ 
But thine alone on Him? — 

Or else, self-willed, to tread the Godless place, 
(God keep thy will 1) feel thine own energies 
Gold, strong, objectless, like a dead man’s clasp, 
The sleepless deathless life within thee, grasp, — 
While myriad faces, like one changeless face. 
With woe Mt love\ shall glass thee everywhere, 
And overcome thee with thine own despair ? 

X. 

More soft, less solenm images 
Drifted o’er the lady’s heart, 

VOL I. — 17 
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Silently as snow 
She had seen eight days depart 
Hour by hour, on bended knees, 

With pale-wmng hands and prayings low 
And broken, throngli which came the sornid 
Of tears that fell against the ground, 

Making sad stops : — ‘ Dear Lord, dear Lord I 
She still had prayed, (the heavenly word. 
Broken by an earthly sigh) 

— ‘ Thou, who didst not erst deny 
The mother-joy to Mary mild, 

Blessdd in the blessed child, 

Which harkened in meek babyhooa 
Her cradle-hymn, albeit used 
To aU that music interfused 
In breasts of angels high and good I 
Oh, take not, Lord, my babe away — 

Oh, take not to thy songful heaven, 

The pretty baby thou hast given. 

Or ere that I have seen him play 
Around his father’s knees and Imown 
That he knew how my love has gone 
From all the world to him. 

Think, Gk)d among the cherubim. 

How I shall shiver every day 
In thy June sunshine, knowing where 
The grave-grass keeps it from his fedr 
Still cheeks 1 mid feel at every tread 
His little body which is dead 
And hidden in the turfy fold. 

Doth make thy whole warm earth a-odldt 

0 God, I am so young, so young — 

1 am not used to tears at nights 
Instead of slumber — nor to prayer 
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With sobbing lips and bands ont>wnuig ! 

Tbou knowest iJl my prayings were 
‘ I bless thee, God, for past delights — 

Thank Godl’ 1 am not used to bear 
Hard thoughts of death ; the earth doth cover 
Ho face from me of friend or lover. 

And must the first who teaches me 
The form of shrouds and funerals, be 
Mine own first-bom beloved? he 
Who taught me first this mother-love t 
Dear Lord, who spreadest out above 
Thy loving, transpierced hands to meet 
All lifted hearts with blessings sweet,— 

Pierce not my heart, my tender heart, 

Thou madest tender ! Thou who art 
So happy in thy heaven alway ! 

Take not mine only bliss away T 


XI. 

She so had prayed : and God, who hears 
Through seraph-songs the sound oi tears, 
From that belovM babe had ta’en 
The fever and the beating pain. 

And more and more smiled Isobd 
To see the baby sleep so well, 

(She knew not that she smiled I wis) 
Until the pleasant gradual thought 
Which near her heart the smile enwroii^^ 
How soft and slow, itself, did seem 
To float along a happy dream. 

Beyond it into speech like this. 

xn. 

prayed for thee, my little diild. 
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And €k>d has heard my prayer I 
And when thy babyhood is gone, 

We two together tindefiled 
By men’s repinings, will kneel down 
Upon His earth which will be fair 
(Not covering thee, sweet !) to ns twain. 
And give Him thankful praise.* 

XXII. 

Dully and wildly drives the rain. 
Against the lattices drives the rain. 


XIT. 

^ I thank Him now, that I can think 
Of those same future days, 

Hor from the harmless image shrink 
Of what I there might see — 

Strange babies on their mothers’ knee, 
Whose innocent soft faces might 
From off mine eyelids strike the light, 
With looks not meant for me I’ 

XV. 

Gustily blows the wind through the rain, 
As against the lattices drives the rain. 

XVT. 

^But now, O baby mine, together, 

We turn ^is hope of ours again 
To many an hour of summer weather, 
When we shall sit and intertwine 
Our spirits, and instruct each other 
In the pure loves of child and mother. 
Two human loves make one divine.’ 
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XTIL 

Thethunder tears through the wind and the rain, 
As full on the lattices drives the rain. 

xvm. 

little ohild, what wiltthon choose! 

Now let me look at thee and ponder. 

What gladness, from the gladnesses 

Fatnrity is spreading under 

Thy gladsome sight? Beneath the trees 

Wilt thou lean all day, and lose 

Thy spirit with the river seen 

Intermittently between 

The winding beechen alleys, — 

Half in labonr, half repose. 

Like a shepherd keeping sheep, 

Thou, with only thoughts to keep 
Which never a bound will overpass, 

And which are innocent as those 
That feed among Arcadian valleys 
Upon the dewy grass ?* 


XIX. 

The large white owl that with age is blind, 
That hath sate for years in the old tree hoUow, 
Is carried away in a gust of wind I 
His wings could bear him not as fast 
As he goeth now the lattice past — 

He is borne by the winds ; the rains do follow 
His white wings to the blast out-flowing. 

He hooteth in going, 

And still, in the lightnings, coldly glitter 
His round unblinldng eyes. 
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XX. 

* Or, baby, wilt thou think it fitter 
To be eloquent and wise, — 

One upon whose lips the air 
Turns to solemn verities, 

For men to breatiiie anew and win 
A deeper«seated life within? 

Wilt be a philosopher, 

By whose voice the earth and skies 
Shall speak to the unborn ? 

Or a poet, broadly spreading 

The golden immortalities 

Of thy soul on natures lorn 

And poor of such, them all to guard 

From their decay, — beneath thy treading, 

Earth^s flowers recovering hues of Eden,*— 

And stars drawn downward by thy looks, 

To shine ascendant in thy books ?’ 

XXL 

The tame hawk in the oastle-yard. 

How it screams to the lightning, with its wel 
Jagged plumes overhanging the parapet 1 
And at the lady^s door the hound 
Scratches with a crying sound. 

xxnu 

^But, 0 my babe, thy lids are laid 
Close, fast upon thy cheek, — 

And not a dream of power and sheen 
Can make a passage up between; 

Thy heart is of thy mother's made. 

Thy looks are very meek ; 
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And it will be their chosen place 
To rest on some beloyed face, 

As these on thine — and let the noise 
Of the whole world go on, nor drown 
The tender silence of thy joys I 
Or when that silence shall have grown 
Too tender for itseh^ the same 
Yearning for sound, — ^to look above 
And utter its one meaning, lovb. 

That Me may hear His namel’ 

^ xxni. 

No wind, no rain, no thunder! 

The waters had trickled not slowly, 

The thunder was not spent, 

Nor the wind near finishing. 

Who would have said that the storm was 
diminishing? 

No wind, no nun, no thunder I 
Their noises dropped asunder 
From the earth and the firmament, 

From the towers and the lattices, 

Abrupt and echoless 

As ripe fruits on the ground unshaken wholly— 
As life in death I 

And sudden and solemn the dlenoe fell, 

Startling the heart of Isobel 
As the tempest could not. 

Against the door went panting the breath 
Of the lady’s hound whose cry was still, 

And she, constrained howe’er she would nd^ 
Lifted her eyes, and saw the moon 
Looking out of heaven alone 
Upon the poplared hill, — 
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A calm of God, made Tisible 
That men might bl^ it at their wilL 


XXIV. 

The moonshine on the baby's face 
Falleth clear and cold. 

The mother's looks have fallen back 
To the same place; 

Because no moon with silver rack, 

Nor broad sunrise in jasper skies 
Has power to hold 
Our loving eyes, 

Which still revert as ever must 
Wonder and Hope, to gaze on the dust 


XXV. 

The moonshine on the baby’s fece 
Cold and clear remaineth. 

The mother’s looks do shrink away,— 
The mother’s looks return to stay, 

As charmM by what paineth. 

Is any glamour in the case ? 

Is it dream or is it sight? 

Hath the change upon the wild 
Elements, that signs the night. 

Passed upon the child? 

It is not dream, but sight I— 

XXVI, 

The babe has awakened from sle^ 
And unto the gaze of its mother 
Bent over it, lifted another 1 
Not the babydooks that go 
Unaimingly to and fro. 
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Bat an earnest gazing deep, 

Snell as soul gives soul at length, 

When, hj woi*k and wail of years. 

It winneth a solemn strength, 

And monrneth as it wears. 

A strong man could not brook 
With pulse unhurried by fears, 

To meet that baby’s look 
O’erglazed by manhood’s tears-^ 

The tears of a man full grown, 

With a power to wring our own, 

In the eyes all undehled 
Of a little three-months’ child ! 

To see that babe-brow wrought 
By the witnessing of thought, 

To judgment’s prodigy I 

And the small soft mouth unweaned, 

By mother’s kiss o’erleaned, 

(Putting the sound of loving 
Where no sound else was moving. 

Except the speechless cry) 

Quickened to mind’s expression, 

Shaped to articulation, 

Yea, uttering words — ^yea, naming woe, 

In tones that with it strangely went, 

Because so baby-innocent. 

As the child ^ake out the mother so.-- 

XXTIl, 

*0 mother, mother, loose thy prayer! 

Ohrist’s name hath made it strong. 

It bindeth me, it holdeth me 
With its most loving cruelty, 

From floating my new soul along 
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The happy heaveiily air. 

It biadeth me, it holdeth me 
In idl this dark, upon this doll 
Low earth, by only weepers trod!-* 
It bindeth me, it holdeth me I— 
ICine angel looketh sorrowM 
Upon the face of God.* 


zxYin. 

* Mother, mother, can 1 dream 
Beneath your earthly trees? 

I had a vision and a gleam — 

1 heard a soond more sweet than these 
When rippled by the wind. 

Did yon see the Dove with wings 
Bathed in golden glisterings 
From a sunless light behind, 

Dropping on me from the sky 
Soft as a mother’s kiss until 
I seemed to leap, and yet was still f 
Saw yon how His lovedarge eye 
Looked upon me mystic calms, 

Till the power of his divine 
Vision was indrawn to mine ? 

TVIT^ 

* Oh, the dream within the dreamt 
I saw celestial places even. 

Oh, the vistas of high palms, 

Making finites of delight 
Through the heavenly infinite— 

For 1 say unto you that In Hesyen their sogsls do ilwayt h» 
hold the boo of my Father which is in Heayeo.— Matt oh. xyilii* 
WISL 
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lifting np their green still tops 
To the heaven of Heaven I 
Oh, the sweet life-tree tiiat drops 
Shade like Mght across the river 
Glorified in its for ever 
Flowing from the Throne I 
Oh, the ahiTiiTig holinesses 
Of the thousand, thousand faces 
God-sunned by the throng Oms! 

And made intense with such a love, 
That though I saw them turned above^ 
Each loving seemed for also me I 
And, oh, the Unspeakable, the Hb, 

The manifest in secrecies, 

Yet of mine own heart partaker, 

With the overcoming look 
Of One who hath been once forsook. 
And blessed the forsaken 
Mother, mother, let me go 
Toward the Face that looketh so. 
Through the mystic, wingM Four 
Whose are inward, outward eyes 
Dark with light of mysteries. 

And the restless evermore 

* Holy, holy, holy,’ — ^through 

The sevenfold Lamps that bum in view 
Of cherabim and seraphim, — 

Through the four-and-twenty crowned 
Stately elders, white around, 

Suffer me to go to Him! 

XXX. 

* Is your wisdom very wise, 

Mother, on the narrow earth, 
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Very happy, very worth 
That I should stay to learn? 

Are these air>cormptmg sighs 
Fashioned by unlearned breath t 
Do the students’ lamps that buni 
All night, illumine death? 

Mother, albeit this be so, 

Loose thy prayer and let me go 
Where that bright chief angel stands 
Apart from all his brother bands, 

Too glad for smiling, having bent 
In angelic wilderment 
O’er the depths of God, and brought 
Reeling thence, one only thought 
To fill his whole eternity. 

He the teacher is for me 1 — 

He can teach what 1 would know — 
Mother, mother, let me go I 

ZXXL 

* Oan your poet make an Eden 
Ho winter will undo, 

And light a starry fire while heeding 
His hearth’s is burning too ? 

Drown in music the earth’s din, 

And keep his own wild soul within 
The law of his own harmony? — 
Mother, albeit this be so, 

Let me to my Heaven go ! 

A little harp me waits thereby— 

A harp whose strings are golden all, 
And tuned to music spherical. 
Hanging on the green life-tree 
Where no willows ever be. 
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Shan I ndsB that harp of xnrne t 
Mother, no ! — the Eje diyine 
Turned npon it, makes it shine; 
And when I touch it, poems sweet 
like separate souls shall flj firom it| 
Each to an immortal fytte. 

We shall all be poets there, 

Gaadng on the chiefest Fair. 


ZZZIl. 

'Love t earth's love 1 and can we loffd 
Fixedly where all things move f 
Can the sinning love each other? 

Mother, mother, 

1 tremble in thy close embrace, 

I feel thy tears adown my face, 

Thy prayers do keep me out of blisa— 
O dreary earthly love 1 
Loose thy prayer and let me go 
To the place which loving is 
Yet not sad; and when is given 
Escape to thee from this below, 

Thou shalt behold me that I wait 
For thee beside the happy Gate, 

And silence shall be up in heaven 
To hear our greeting kiss. 


zx:xm. 

The nurse awakes in the morning sun, 
And starts to see beside her bed 
The lady with a grandeur spread 
Like pathos o'er her fEu^e, — as one 
God-satisfied and earth-undone. 

The babe upon her arm was deadl 
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And the nnrte coold utter forth no ory,-^ 

She was awed by the calm in the mother^ eyeii 

XXXIV. 

* Wake, murse !* the lady said ; 

* We are waking — ^he and I — 

I, on earth, and he, in skyl 

And thon must help me to overlay 
With garment white, this little day 
Which needs no more onr lullaby. 


XXXV. 

* I changed the cruel prayer I made, 

And bowed my meekened face, and prayed 
That God wotdd do His will I and thus 
He did it, nurse! He parted us. 

And His sun shows victorious 
The dead calm face, — and / am calm, 

And Heaven is harkening a new psalm* 

XXXVL 

*This earthly noise is too anear. 

Too loud, and will not let me hear 
The little harp. Ify death will soon 
Make silence.’ 


And a sense of tune, 
A satisfied love meanwhile 
Which nothing earthly could despoil, 
Sang on within her soul* 

XXXVII. 

Oh you. 

Earth’s tender and impassioned few. 
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Take ooarage to entrust your love 
To Him so Named, who guards above 
Its ends and shall fullil ! 

Breaking the narrow prayers that may 
Befit your narrow hearts, away 
In His broad, loving will. 


THE ROMAUNT OF THE PAGE. 


I. 

A KRiORT of gallant deeds 
And a young page at his side, 

From the holy war in Palestine 
Did slow and thoughtful ride, 

As each were a palmer and told for beads 
The dews of the eventide. 

n. 

* O young page,' said the knight, 

* A noble page art thou I 
Thou fearest not to steep in blood 
The curls upon thy brow ; 

And once in the ten^ and thrice in the fight 
Didst ward me a mortal blow.' 

111 . 

*0 brave knight,' siud the page, 

‘ Or ere we hither came, 

We talked in tent, we talked in field, 

Of the bloody battle-game ; 
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But here, below this greenwood bongh, 

1 cannot speak the same. 

IV. 

* Our troop is far behind, 

The woodland calm is new; 

Onr steeds, with slow grass-mnfiSed hoofs. 
Tread deep the shadows through ; 

And in mj mind, some blessing kind 
Is dropping with the dew. 

V. 

‘The woodland calm is pure — 

I cannot choose but have 

A thought from these, o’ the beechen-treei 
Which in our England wave, 

And of the little finches fine 

Which sang there while in Palestine 
The warrior hilt we drave. 


VI. 

‘Methinka, a moment gone, 

I heard my mother pray I 

I heard, sir knight, the prayer for ms 
Wherein she passed away ; 

And I know the heavens are leaning down 
To hear what 1 shall say.’ 

vn. 

The page spake calm and high. 

As of no mean degree. 

Perhaps he felt in nature’s broad 
Pull heart, his own was free. 

And the knight looked up to his lifted eye, 
Then answered smilingly : — 
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Tin, 

‘Sir page, I pray your grace I 
Oertea, I meant not so 
To cross your pastoral mood, sir page, 

With the crook of the battle how ; 

But a knight may speak of a lady^s face, 

I ween, in any mood or place. 

If the grasses die or grow 

IX, 

* And this I meant to say, — 

My lady’s face shall shine 
As ladies’ faces use, to greet 
My page from Palestine ; 

Or, speak she fair or prank she gay, 

8he is no lady of mine. 

X, 

* And this I meant to fear, — 

Her bower may suit thee ill ! 

For, sooth, in that same field and tent, 

Thy talk was somewhat still; 

And fitter thy hand for my knightly spear, 
Than thy tongue for my lady’s wilL’ 

XI, 

Slowly and thankfully 
The young page bowed his Lead : 

His large eyes seemed to muse a smile, 
Until he blushed instead. 

And no lady in her bower pardid 
Could blush more sudden red. 

‘Sir Knight, — thy lady’s bower to me 
Is suited well,’ he said, 

TOIk I.-— 18 
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XII. 

Beat% teati^ mortui! 

From the convent on the sea, 

One mile off, or scarce as nigh, 

Swells the dirge as clear and high 
As if that, over brake and lea. 

Bodily the wind did carry 
The great altar of St Mary, 

And the fifty tapers burning o’er it, 

And the lady Abbess dead before it, 

And the chanting nuns whom yesterweek 
Her voice did charge and bless, — 

Chanting steady, chanting meek, 

Chanting with a solemn breath 
Becaose that they are thinking less 
Upon the Dead t^an upon death ! 

Beat\ heati^ mortui / 

Now the vision in the sound 
Wheeleth on the wind around. 

Now it sleepeth back, away— 

The uplands will not let it stay 
To dark the western sun. 

Mortui / — AWAY at last, — 

Or ere the page’s blush is past! 

And the knight heard all, and the page heard nona 

xm. 

*A boon, thou noble knight, 

If ever I servM thee I 
Though thou art a knight and I am a page, 
Now grant a boon to me ; 

And tell me sooth, if dark or bright, 

If little loved or loved aright 
Be the face of thy ladye,’ 
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XIT. 

Gloomily looked the knight; — 

*As a son thon hast servM me, 

And would to none I had granted boon 
Except to only thee I 
For haply then 1 should love aright, 

For then I should know if dark or bright 
Wore the face of my ladye. 


XV. 

^ Yet Ql it suits my knightly tongue 
To grudge that granted boon ! 

That heavy price from heart and life 
I paid in silence down. ^ 

The hand that claimed it, cleared in fine 
My father’s fame : I swear by mine, 
That price was nobly won. 

XVI. 

‘ Earl Walter was a bravo old earl,— 

He was my father’s friend ; 

And while I rode the lists at court 
And little guessed the end, 

My noble father in his shroud. 

Against a slanderer lying loud, 

He rose up to defend. 

XVII. 

*Oh, calm, below the marble grey 
My father’s dust was strown! 

Oh, meek, above the marble grey 
Iffis image prayed alone 1 
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The slanderer lied — the wretch was hraFe,— 
For, looking up the minster-naye, 

Tie saw my father's knightly glaive 
TV as changed from steel to stone. 

xviii. 

* Earl Walter's glaive was steel. 

With a brave old hand to wear it, 

And dashed the lie back in the mouth 
Which lied against the godly truth 
And against the knightly merit 1 
The slanderer, 'neath the avenger's heel, 
Struck up the dagger in appeal 
From stealthy lie to brutal forces 
And out upon the traitor's corse 
Was yielded the true spirit. 

XIX. 

would mine hand had fought that fight 
And justified my father 1 
I would mine heart had caught that wound 
And slept beside him rather 1 
I think it were a better thing 
Than murthered friend and marriage-ring 
Forced on my life together. 

XX. 

^ Wail diook Earl Walter’s house; 

His true wife shed no tear; 

She lay upon her bed as mute 
As the earl did on his bier; 

Till — ^ Ride, ride fast,' she said at last. 
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*And bring the avenged son anear 1 
Bide fast — ^ride free, as a dart can flee, 

For white of blee with waiting for me 
la the corse in the next chamb^re.’ 

came — knelt beside her bed — 

Her calm was worse than strife ; 

‘ My husband, for thy father dear. 

Gave freely when thou wert not here 
His own and eke my life. 

A boon ! Of that sweet child we make 
An orphan for thy father’s sake. 

Make thou, for ours, a wife.’ 


XXII. 

said, ‘My steed neighs in the courts 
My bark rocks on the brine. 

And the warrior’s vow I am under now 
To free the pilgrim’s shrine ; 

But fetch the ring and fetch the priest 
And call that daughter of thine. 

And rule she wide from my castle on Nyde 
While I am in Palestine.’ 

zxm. 

^In the dark chamb^re, if the bride was fair, 
Ye wis, I could not see. 

But the steed thrice neighed, and the priest fast 
prayed. 

And wedded fast were we. 

Her mother smiled upon her bed 
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As at its sid« tre knelt to wed, 

And the bride rose from her knee 
And kissed the smile of her mother deail. 
Or ever she kissed me. 

XXIY. 

page, itLj page, what grieves thee so, 
That the tears run down thy face — 
^Alas, alas ! mine own sister 
Was in thy lady’s case I 
But she laid down the silks she wore 
And followed Mm she wed before, 
Disguised as his true servitor. 

To the very battle-place.’ 


XXV. 

And wept the page, but laughed the knight^— 
A careless laugh laughed he: 

* Well done it were for thy sister. 

But not for my ladye I 
My love, so please you, shall requite 
No woman, whether dark or bright, 
Unwomaned if she be.’ 

XXVI. 

The page stopped weeping and smiled cold - 
‘ Your wisdom may declare 
That womanhood is proved the best 
By golden brooch and glossy vest 
The mincing ladies wear ; 

Yet is it proved, and was of old, 

Anear as well, I dare to hold, 

By truth, or by despair.’ 
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XXVII. 

He smiled no more, he Fiept no more^ 
But passionate he spake, — 

‘ Oh, womanly she prayed in tent, 

When none beside did wake ! 

Oh, womanly she paled in fight, 

For one belovM’s sake I — 

And her little hand defiled with bloody 
Her tender tears of womanhood 
Most woman-pure did makeP 

XXVIII. 

— ‘ Well done it were for thy sister, 

Thou tellest well her tale 1 
But for my lady, she shall pray 
r the kirk of Nydesdale. 

Not dread for me but love for me 
Shall make my lady pale ; 

No casque shall hide her woman’s tear— 
It shall have room to trickle clear 
Behind her woman’s veih’ 


XXIX. 

— ^ But what if she mistook thy mind 
And followed thee to strLfo, 

Then kneeling, did entreat thy love, 

As Faynims ask for life ?’ 

— ‘I woidd forgive, and evermore 
Would love her as my servitor. 

But little as my wife^ 

XXX. 

‘Look ap — ^there is a small bright olond 
Alone amid the skies 1 
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So high, 80 pure, and so apart, 

A woman's honour lies.' 

The page looked up — the cloud was sheen— 
A sadder cloud did rush, 1 ween, 

Betwixt it and his eyes : 


XXXI. 

Then dimly dropped his eyes away 
From welkin unto hill — 

Hal who rides there ? — the page is 'ware. 
Though the cry at his heart is still I 
And the page seeth all and the knight seeth none^ 
Though banner and spear do fleck the sun, 
And the Saracens ride at will. 

XXXII. 

He speaketh calm, he speaketh low, — 

^Bide fast, my master, ride. 

Or ere within the broadening dark 
The narrow shadows hide.' 

‘Yea, fast, my page, I will do so, 

And keep ^on at my side.' 

XXXIII. 

‘How nay, now nay, ride on thy way, 

Thy faithful page precede. 

For I must loose on saddle-bow 
Hy battle-casque that galls, I trow, 

The shoulder of my steed ; 

And I must pray, as I did vow, 

For one in bitter need. 

XXXIV. 

‘Ere night I shall be near to thee,— 

How ride, my master, ride I 
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Ere night, as parted spirits cleave 
To mortals too beloved to leave, 

1 shall be at thy side.^ 

The knight smiled free at the fantasy, 

And adown the dell did ride. 

XXXV. 

Had the knight looked up to the page’s face, 
No smile the word had won : 

Had the knight looked up to the page’s face, 

I ween he had never gone ; 

Had the knight looked back to the page’s geste, 
1 ween he had turned anon ! 

For dread was the woe in the face so young. 
And wild was the silent geste that flung 
Casque, sword to earth — as the boy down-sprung 
And stood — alone, alone. 


XXXVI. 

He clenched his hands as if to hold 
His soul’s great agony — 

‘Have I renounced my womanhood, 

For wifehood unto 
And is this the last, last look of thine 
That ever I shall see? 

xxxvn. 

Yet God thee save, and mayst thou have 
A lady to thy mind, 

More woman-proud and half as true 
As one thou leav’st behind) 

And God me take with Him to dwell— 
For Him I cannot love too well, 

As I have loved my kind.’ 
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XXXVIII. 

Shx looketh np in earth's despair, 
The hopeful Heavens to seek. 

That little oloud still floateth there, 
Whereof her Loved did speak, 
How bright the little cloud appears I 
Hot eyelids fall upon the tears, 

And the tears down either cheek. 


XXXIX. 

The tramp of hoof, the flash of steel^ — 

The Paynhns round her coming! 

The sound and sight have made her calm, 
False page, but truthful woman I 
l^e stands amid them all unmoved. 

A heart once broken by the loved 
Is strong to meet the foemaa. 

XL. 

*Ho, Christian page I art keeping sheey^ 
From pouring wine-cups resting!’— 
keep my master’s noble name^ 

For warring, not for feasting; 

And if that here Sir Hubert were, 

Hy master brave, iny master dear, 

Te would not stay to question.’ 

* Where is thy master, soomfiil page, 

That we may slay or bind him !’— 
’How search the lea and search the wood. 
And see if ye can find himi 
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Kathless, aa hath been often tried, 

Your Paynim horses faster ride 
Before bim tbRn behind him.’ 

XLII. 

‘ Giye smoother answers, lying page, 

Or perish in the lying.’ — 

‘ I trow that if the warrior brand 
Beside my foot, were in my hand, 

’Twere better at replying.’ 

They cnrsed her deep, they smote her low 
They cleft her golden ringlets through ; 
The Loving is the Dying. 


XLm. 

She felt the scimitar gleam down, 
And met it from beneath 
With smile more bright in victory 
Than any sword from sheath, — 
Which flashed across her lip serene, 
Most like the spirit>light between 
The darks of life and death. 


XLIV. 

IngemUeo^ ingemUco! 

From the convent on the sea, 

Now it sweepeth solemnly I 
As over wood and over lea 
Bodily the wind did carry 
The great altar of St Mary, 

And the fifty tapers paling o’er it, 
And the Lady Abbess stark before 
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And the weaiy nuns with hearts that faintly 
Beat along their voices saintly — 

Ingemisoo^ ingemisco / 

Dirge for abbess laid in shroud, 

Sweepeth o'er the shroudless Dead, 

Page or lady, as we said, 

With the dews upon her head. 

All as sad if not as loud. 

IngefmMco^ ingemisco I 
Is ever a lament begun 
By any mourner under sun, 

Whic^ ere it endeth, suits but on$f 


THE LAY OF THE BROWH ROSABY. 

FIBST PAST. 

^ Oboba, Onora,' — ^her mother is calling. 

She sits at the lattice and hears the dew falling 
Drop after drop from the sycamores laden 
With dewaswith blossom, and calls home the maiden, 
‘Night cometh, Onora.’ 

She looks down thegarden-walkcavemedwith trees, 
To the limes at the end where the green arbour ia— 
‘Some sweet thought or other may keep where it 
found her, 

While forgot or unseen in the dreamlight around hei 
Night cometh — Onora I’ 
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Slie looks up the forest whose alleys shoot on 
Likethemute minster-aisles when the anthem isdone^ 
And the choristers sitting with faces aslant 
Feel the silence to consecrate more than the ohanl^ 
‘Onora, Onoral* 

And forward she looketh across the brown heath— 
‘Onora, art coming?’ — what is it she seeth? 
Nought, nought, but the grey border-stone that is wist 
To dilate and assume a wild shape in the mist — 
‘My daughter 1’ — ITien over 

The casement she leaneth, and as she doth so, 

She is ’ware of her little son playing below : 

‘Now where is Onora?’ — ^He hung down his head 
And spake not, then answering blushed scarlet-red— 
‘ At the tryst with her lover.’ 

But his mother was wroth. In a sternness quoth she, 
‘As thou play’st at the ball, art thou playing with me? 
When we know that her lover to battle is gone, 
And the saints know above that she loveth but one 
And will ne’er wed another?’ 

Then the boy wept aloud. ’Twas a fair sight yet sad 
To see the tears run down the sweet blooms he had: 
He stamped with his foot, said, ‘The saints know 1 lied 
Because truth that is wicked is fittest to hide I 
Must I utter it, mother ?’ 

In his vehement childhood he hurried within, 

And knelt at her feet as in prayer against sin; 

But a child at a prayer never sobbeth as ho— 

‘ Oh ! she sits with ^e nun of the brown rosary 
At nights in the mini 
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*The old convent ruin the ivy rots off, 

Where the owl hoots by day, and the toad is nm* 
proof: 

Where no singing-birds build, and the trees gannt 
and grey 

As in stormy sea-coasts appear blasted one way— • 
But is this the wind’s doing? 

* A nnn in the east wall was bnried alive. 

Who mocked at the priest when he called her to 
shrive, — 

And shrieked snch a corse, as the stone took her 
breath, 

The old abbess fell backward and swooned onto death, 
With an Ave half-spoken. 

* I tried once to pass it, myself and my hoond. 

Till, as fearing the lash, down he shivered to groond* 
A brave hoond, my mother ! a brave hoond, ye wot! 
And the wolf thooght the same with his fangs at her 

throat 

In the pass of the Brocken. 

* At dawn and at eve, mother, who sitteth there^ 
With the brown rosary never osed for a prayerl 
Stoop low, mother, low I If we went there to aee^ 
What an ogly great hole in that east wall most be 

At dawn and at even? 

^ Who meet there, my mother, at dawn and at even! 
Who meet by that wall, never looking to heaven! 
0 sweetest my sister, what doeth with thee^ 

' The ghost of a non with a brown rosaiy 
And a face turned from heaven! 
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‘St Agnes o^erwatcheth my dreams, and erewhile 
I have felt through mine eyelids the warmth of her 
smile; 

But last night, as a sadness like pity came o’er her, 
She whispered, ^ Say two prayers at dawn for Onoral 
The Tempted is sinning.^ ' 

Onora, Onora I they heard her not coming — 

Not a step on the grass, not a voice through the 
gloaming; 

But her mother looked up, and she stood on the floor 
Fair and still as the moonlight that came there before, 
And a smile just beginning. 

It touches her lips-—but it dares not arise 
To the height of the mystical sphere of her eyes; 
And the large musing eyes, neither joyous nor sorry, 
Sing on like the angels in separate glory, 

Between clouds of amber. 

For the hair droops in clouds amber-coloured, till 
stirred 

Into gold by the gesture that comes with a word ; 
While — O soft I-— her speaking is so interwound 
Of the dim and the sweet, *tis a twilight of sound 
And floats through the chamber. 

‘ Since thou shrivest my brother, fair mother,' said 
she, 

*I count on thy priesthood for marrying of me; 
And I know by the hills that the battle is done — 
That my lover rides on — will be here with the sun, 
'Neath tbs eyes that behokl thee.' 
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Her mother sate silent — ^too tender, I wis, 

Of the smile her dead father smiled dying to kiss. 
Bnt the boy started up pale with tears, passion 
wrought, — 

*0 wicked fair sister, the hills utter nought I 
If he cometh, who told thee t' 

know by the hills,' she resumed calm and clear, 

‘ By the beauty upon them, that hb is anear. 

Did they ever look m since he bade me adieu f 
Oh, love in the waking, sweet brother, is true 
As St. Agnes in sleeping.’ 

Half-ashamed and half-softenedtheboy did notspeak^ 
And the blush met the lashes which fell on his cheek. 
She bowed down to kiss him — Dear saints, did he sea 
Or feel on her bosom the brows bosakv, 

That he shrank away weeping? 


SBOOND PAST. 

A $Uiping, Angeli, hvi nci ntam, 

Fir$t Angel, 

Must we stand so far, and she 
So very fair? 

Second Angel, 

As bodies be. 

Firet Angel, 

And she so mud ? 

Second Angel, 

As spirits wnen 
They meeken not to God, but men. 
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E^T8t Angel, 

And she so young, — that I who bring 
Good dreams for saintly children, might 
Mistake that small soft face to-night, 

And fetch her such a blessed thing, 

That at her waking she would weep 
For childhood lost anew in sleep. 

How hath she sinned ? 

Second Angel, 

In bartering love ; 

God’s love — ^for man’s. 

Firet Angel, 

We may reprove 
The world for this, not only her. 

Let me approach to breathe away 
This dust o’ the heart with holy air. 

Second Angel, 

Stand off! She sleeps, and did not nray. 

Firet Angel, 

Did none pray for her? 

Second Angel, 

Ay, a child,- 

Who never, praying, wept before • 

While, in a mother undefiled 
Prayer goeth on in sleep, as true 
And pauseless as the pulses do. 

Firet Angel, 

Then I approach. 

Second Angel, 

It is not wiujED. 

Fwet Angel, 

One word: is she redeemed f 
Second Angel, 

No more! 

The place is filled. lAngeia «ai»Ma 

VOL. I. — 19 
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Boil Spirit in a Nun^s garb by the bed. 

Forbear that dream — ^forbear that dream ! too near 
to Heaven it leaned. 

Onara in Bleep. 

Nay, leave me this — ^but only this 1 'tis but a dream 
sweet fiend I 
Evil Spirit, 

It is a thought. 

Onora in Bleep, 

A sleeping thonght — most innocent of good. 
It doth the devil no harm, sweet fiend I it cannot if 
it would. 

I say in it no holy hymn, I do no holy work, 

1 scarcely hear the sabbath-bell that chimeth from 
the kirk. 

Evil Spirit. 

Forbear that dream — ^forbear that dream I 
Onora in Bleep. 

Nay, let me dream at least. 
That far-off bell, it may be took for viol at a feast 
1 only walk among thefields, beneath the antnmn-stm, 
With my dead father, hand in hand, as 1 have often 
done. 

Evil Spirit, 

Forbear that dream — ^forbear that dream I 
Onora in Bleep, 

Nay, sweet fiend, let me go 
I never more can walk with Aim, oh, never more but so 
For they have tied my father’s feet beneath the kirk- 
yard stone, 

Oh, deep and straight, oh, very straight 1 they move 
at nights done : 

And then he calleth through my dreams, he calletb 
tenderly, 
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* Oome forth my daughter, my beloved, and walk the 
fields with me 

Emil Spirit, 

Forbear that dream, or else disprove its pureness by 
a sign. 

Onora in deep. 

Speak on, thou shalt be satisfied ! my word shall 
answer thine. 

I heard a bird which used to sing when I a child 
was praying, 

I see the poppies in the com I used to sport away in. 

What shall 1 do — ^tread down the dew, and pull the 
blossoms blowing ? 

Or dap my wicked hands to fright the finches from 
the rowen ? 

Beil Spirit, 

Thoushaltdo something harder still. Stand up where 
thou dost stand 

Among the fields of Dreamland with thy father hand 
in hand. 

And dear and slow repeat the vow— declare its cause 
and kind, 

Which, not to break in sleep or wake, thou bearest 
on thy mind. 

Omra in deep. 

I bear a vow of sinful kind, a vow for mournful cause: 

I vowed it deep, I vowedit strong — ^the spiritslaughed 
applause : 

The spirits trailed dong the pines low laughter like 
a breeze. 

While, high atween their swinging tops, the stars 
appeared to freeze. 

Eeil Spirit, 

More calm and free, — speak out to me, why such t 
vow was made. 
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Onora in deep. 

Because that God decreed mj death, and I shranh 
back afraid. 

Have patience, 0 dead father mine ! I did not fear 
to die ; — 

I wishi were ayoung deadchild, andhadthy companyl 

I wish I lay beside thy feet, a buried three-year child, 

And wearing only a kiss of thine upon thy lips that 
smiled I 

The linden-tree that covers thee might so have shad- 
owed twain, 

For death itself 1 did not fear— *tis love that makes 
the pain. 

Love feareth death. I was no child — was betrothed 
that day ; 

I wore a troth-kiss on my lips I could not give away. 

Howconld Ibear toliecontent and still beneath astone 

And feel mine own betrothed go by — alasi no more 
mine own, — 

Goleadingby in wedding pomp some lovely ladybrave 

With cheeks that blushed as red as rose, while mine 
were white in grave ? 

How could I bear to sit in Heaven, on e’er so high a 
throne, 

And hear him say to her — ^to Aer / that else hedoveth 
none? 

Though e’er so high I sate above, though e’er so low 
he spake, 

As clear as thunder I should hear the new oath he 
might take, 

That hers, forsooth, were heavenly eyes — ^ah, me 
while very dim 

Some heavenly eyes (indeed of Heaven 1) would 
darken down to him. 
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EM Spirit 

Who told thee thov wast called to death ? 

On<yi*a in sleep. 

I sate all night beside thee— 

The grey owl on the mined wall shut both his eyes 
to hide thee, 

And ever he flapped his heavy wing all brokenly and 
weak, 

And the long grass waved against the sky, around 
his gasping beak. 

I sate beside thee all the night, while the moonlight 
lay forlorn, 

Strewn round ns like a dead world’s shroud, in 
ghastly fragments tom. 

And through the night, and through the hush, and 
over the flapping wing. 

We heard beside the Heavenly Gate, the angels mur- 
muring : — 

We heard them say, ‘ Put day to day, and count the 
days to seven. 

And will draw Onora up the golden stairs ol 
Heaven ; 

And yet the Evil ones have leave that purpose to 
defer, 

For if she has no need of Him, He has no need of her.’ 

Boil Spirit, 

Speak out to me, speak bold and free. 

Onora in sleep. 

And then I heard thee say,— 

‘ I count upon my rosary brown the hours thou hast 
to stay 1 

Yet God permits us Evil ones to put by that decree, 

Since if thou hast no need of Him, He has no need 
of thee— 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



294 LAT OF TH8 BBOWK BOSABT. 

And if thou wilt forego the sight of angels, verily 

Thy true love gazing on thy face, riiall guess wha 
angels he ; 

Nor bride shall pass, save thee , , . Alas I — 
father’s hand’s aoold, 

The meadows seem — 

EM Spirit, 

Forbear the dream, or let the vow be told f 
Onora in sleep, 

I vowed upon thy rosary brown, this string of an- 
tique beads, 

By charnel lichens overgrown, and dank amcmg the 
weeds. 

This rosary brown, which is thine own, — lost soul of 
buried nun. 

Who, lost by vow, wouldst render now all souls 
alike undone, — 

I vowed upon thy rosary brown, — and, tillsaoh vow 
should break, 

A pledge always of living days, ’twas hung around 
my neck<^ 

I vowed to thee on rosary, (dead father, look not sol) 

/ fsmild not thaTiJo God in my wealf nor ooek God 
in my woe. 

EM SpiHt, 

And canst thou prove — 

Onora in sleep, 

O love — my love ! I felt him near again ! 

( saw his steed on mountain-^head, 1 heard it on the 
plain I 

Was this no weal for me to feel ? — ^is greater wea’ 
than this? 

Yet when he came, I wepthisnatne — and the angels 
heard hut his. 
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Mhil Bpirit. 

Well done, well done I 
Onora in sleep. 

Aymel the sun . . . the dieamlight ’gins to pine,— 
kj me I howdread canlook the Dead ! — Aroint thee, 
lather mine 1 

She starteth from slumber, she sitteth upright, 
Andher breath comes in sobs while she stares through 
the night. 

There is nought. The great willow, her lattice before. 
Large-drawn in the moon, lieth calm on the floor. 
But her hands tremble fast as their pulses, and free 
Fromthedeathrolasp, close over — ^ihe bbown bob a.by. 


THIBD PABT. 

’Tis a morn for a bridal ; the merry bride-bell 
Rings clear through the green- wood that skirts the 
chapelle. 

And the priest at the altar awaiteth the bride, 

And the sacristans slyly are jesting aside 
At the work sh^ be doing. 

While downthroQghthewoodridesthatfair company, 
The youths with the courtship, the maids with the 
glee, 

Till the chapel-cross opens to sight, and at once 
All the maids sigh demurely and think of the nonce, 
^ And so endeth a wooing 1’ 

And thebride and the bridegroom areleading the way 
With his hand on her rein, and a word yet to say ; 
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Her dropt eyelids suggest the soft answers beneath,, 
And the little quick smiles come andgowithherbreath 
When she sigheth or speaketh. 

And the tender bride*mother breaks off unaware 
From an Ave, to think that her daughter is fair, 
nil in nearing the chapel and glancing before 
She seeth her little son stand at the door, 
is it play that he seeketh f 

Is it play ? when his eyes wander innocent-wild, 
And sublimed with a sadness unfitting a child? 

He trembles not, weeps not — ^the passion is done, 
And calmly he kneels in their midst, with the sun 
On his head like a glory. 

‘0 fair-featured maids, ye are many I’ he cried, — 

‘ But, in fairness and vileness, whomatcheththe bride! 
0 brave-hearted youths, ye are many ! but whom, 
Forthe courage and woe, can ye match with the groom. 
As ye see them before ye?’ 

Out spake the bride’s mother, *The vileness is thine. 
If thou shame thine own sister, a bride at the shrinel’ 
Out spake the bride’s lover, ‘The vileness be mine. 
If he shame mine own wife at the hearth orthe shrine. 
And the charge be unproved. 

Bring the charge, prove the charge, brother 1 speak 
it aloud. 

Let thy father and hers, hear it deep in his shroud! 
— ‘ O father, thou seest — for dead eyes can see — 
How she wears on her bosom, a Jyrawn ro9ory. 

O my father belovMI’ 
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rhen outlaaglied the bridegroom, and outlanghe^ 
withal 

Both maidens and youths, by the old chapel-wall. 
‘So she weareth no love-gift, kind brother,’ quoth he. 
‘She may wear an she listeth, a brown rosary, 
like a pure-hearted lady.’ 

Then swept through the chapel the long bridal train 
Though ho spake to the bride she replied not again . 
On, as one in a dream, pale and stately she went 
Where the altar-lights bum o’er the great sacrament, 
Faint with daylight, but steady. 

But her brother had passed in between them and her, 
And calmly knelt down on the high-altar stair — 
Of an infantine aspect so stern to the view 
Thatthepriestcouldnotsmileonthechild’seyesofblue 
As he would for another. 

He knelt like a child marble-sculptured and white. 
That seems kneeling to pray on the tomb of a knight. 
With a look taken up to each iris of stone 
From the greatness and death where he kneeleth,bnt 
none 

From the face of a mother. 

In your chapel, O priest, ye have wedded and shriven 
Fair wives for tlie hearth, and fair sinners for HeavenI 
But this fairest my sister, ye think now to wed. 

Bid her kneel where she standeth, and shrive hei 
instead. 

O shrive her and wed not I’ 

In tears, the bride’s mother, — ‘ Sir priest, unto tnee 
W ould he lie, as he lied to this fair company.’ 
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In wrath, the bride’s lover, — ‘The lie shall be clear 
Speak it out, boy I the saints in their niches shalihear 
Be the charge proved or said not.’ 

Then serene in his childhood he lifted his face, 

And his voice sounded holy and fit for the place. 

‘ Look down from your niches, ye still saints, and se 
How she wears on her bosom a hrown rowfry ! 

Is it nsed for the praying V 

The youths looked aside — to laugh there were a sin— 
And the maidens’ lips trembled from smiles shut 
within 

Quoth the priest, ‘ Thou art wild, pretty boy ! Blessed 
she 

Who prefers at her bridal a brown rosary 
To a worldly arraying I’ 

The bridegroom spake low and led onward the bride, 
And before the high altar they stood side by side : 
The rite-book is opened, the rite is begun. 

They have knelt down together to rise up as one. 
Who laughed by the altar ? 

The maidens looked forward, the youths looked 
around. 

The bridegroom’s eye fiashed from his prayer at the 
sound; 

And each saw the bride, as if no bride she were. 
Gazing cold at the priest without gesture of prayer 
As he read from the psalter. 

The priest never knew that she did so, but still 
He felt a power on him too strong for his will. 
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And honever the Great I^ame was there to be read, 
Qifl voice sank to silence— that could not be said, 
Or the air could notiiold it. 

‘1 have sinned,’ quoth he, ‘I have sinned, I wot’ — 
And the tears ranadown his old cheeks atthe thonghti 
Thej dropt fap^ on the book, but he read on the same. 
And aye was the silence where should be the Name, 
As the choristers told it. 

The rite-book is dosed, and the rite being done 
The j who knelt down together, arise up as one. 
Fair riseth the bride — Oh, a fair bride is she, — 
But, for all (think the maidens) that brown rosary, 
No saint at her praying 1 

What aileth the bridegroom? He glares blank and 
wide — 

Then suddenly turning he kisseth the bride— 

His lip stung her with cold ; she glanced upwardly 
mute: 

*Mine own wife,’ he said, and fell stark at her foot 
In the word he was saying. 

Ihey have lifted him up, — ^but his head sinks away. 
And his face showeth bleak in the sunshine and grey. 
Leave him now where he lieth — ^for oh, nevermore 
Will he kneel at an altar or stand on a floorl 
Let his bride gaze upon him. 

Long and still was her gaze, while they chafM him 
there 

And breathed in the mouth whose last life had kissed 
her, 
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But when they stood up— only they ! with a start 
The shriek from her soul struck her pale lips apart— 
She has lived an^ foregone him 1 

And low on his body she droppeth adown — 

‘ Didst call me thine own wife, beloved — ^thine own! 
Then take thine own with thee I thy coldness is wano 
To the world’s cold without thee I Oome, keep me 
from harm 

In a calm of thy teaching.’ • 

She looked in his face earnest-long, as in sooth 
There were hope of an answer, — and then kissed his 
mouth. 

And with head on his bosom, wept, wept bitterly,— 
‘ Now, 0 God, take pity — take pity on me I — 

Gk>d, hear my beseeching!’ 

She was ’ware of a shadowthat crossed where she lay. 
She was ’ware of a presence that withered the day— 
Wild she sprang to her feet, — ‘ I surrender to thee 
The broken vow’s pledge, — ^the accursed rosary, — 
I am ready for dying !’ 

She dashed it in scorn to the marble-paved ground 
Where it fell mute as snow, and a weird music-sound 
Orept up, like a chill, up the aisles long and dim,— 
As the fiends tried to mock at the choristers’ hymo 
And moaned in the trying. 
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FOURTH PABT. 

Onoba looketh listlessly adown the garden walk ; 

‘ I am weary, O my mother, of thy tender talk. 

I am weary of the trees a- waving to and fro, 

Of the stedfast skies above, the riuming brooks be- 
low. 

All things are the same but I, —only I am dreary, 

And, mother, of my dreaiiness behold me very weary. 

* Mother, brother, puU the flowers 1 planted in the 
spring 

And smiled to think I should smile more upon their 
gathering. 

The bees will find out other flowers — oh, pull them, 
dearest mine. 

And carry them and carry me before St. Agnes’ 
shrine. ’ 

—Whereat they pulled the summer flowers she 
planted in the spring. 

And her and them sdl moumfolly to Agnes’ shrine 
did bring. 

She looked up to the pictured saint and gently shook 
her head — 

‘ The picture is too calm for ms — ^too calm for me^^ 
she said : 

‘The little flowers we brought with us, before it we 
may lay. 

For those are used to look at heaven, — but / must 
turn away. 

Because no sinner under sun can dare or bear to gaz« 

On God’s or angel’s holiness, except in Jesu’s face.’ 


Digitized by 


Google 



802 LAY OF THE BBOWN KOSABT. 


She spoke with passion after pause — ‘And were i\ 
wisely done, 

If we who cannot gaze above, should walk the earth 
alone? 

If we whose virtue is so weak, should have a will so 
strong, 

And stand blind on the rocks, to choose the right 
path from the wrong ? 

To choose perhaps a love-lit hearth, instead of love 
and Heaven, — 

A single rose, for a rose-tree, which beareth seven 
times seven ? 

A rose that droppeth from the hand, that fadeth in 
the breast, — 

Until, in grieving for the worst, we learn what is 
the best !’ 

Then breaking into tears, — ‘Dear God,’ she cried, 
‘ and must we see 

All blissful things depart from us, or ere we go to 
Thee ? 

We cannot guess thee in the wood, or hear thee in 
wind? 

Our cedars must fall round us, ere we see the light 
behind? 

Ay sooth, we feel too strong in weal, to need thee 
on that road. 

But woe being come, the* soul is dumb that crieth 
not on ‘ God.’ ’ 


Her mother could not speak for tears; she ever 
musM thus, 

^Th$ hees will find eut other Jlowers ^ — ^but what is 
left for U8 r 
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But her young brother stayed his sobs and knell 
beside her knee, 

— ‘Thou sweetest sister in the world, hast never a 
word for me?’ 

She passed her hand across his face, she pressed it 
on his cheek, 

So tenderly, so tenderly — she needed not to speak. 

The wreath which lay on shrine that day, at ves- 
pers bloomed no more. 

The woman fair who placed it there, had died an 
hour before. 

Both perished mute, for lack of root, earth’s nour- 
ishment to rea(^. 

O reader, breathe (the ballad saith) some sweetnesi 
out of each! 


A ROMAKOE OF THE GAHGE8. 

I. 

Seven maidens ’neath the midnight 
Stand near the river-sea, 

Whose water sweepeth white around 
The shadow of the tree. 

The moon and earth are face to face. 

And earth is slumbering deep ; 

The wave- voice seems the voice of dreams 
That wander through hw sleep. 

The river floweth on. 
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n. 

What bring they ’neath the midnight, 

Beside the river-sea ? 

They bring the human heart wherein 
No nightly calm can be, — 

That droppeth never with the wind, 

Nor drieth with the dew. 

Oh, calm it God I thy calm is broad 
To cover spirits, too. 

The river fioweth oBt 


III. 

The maidens lean them over 
The waters, side by side. 

And shun each other’s deepening eyes. 

And gaze adown the tide ; 

For each within a little boat 
A little lamp hath put. 

And heaped for freight some lily’s weight 
Or scarlet rose half shut 

The river floweth on. 


rv. 

Of shell of cocoa carven, 

Each little boat is made. 

Each carries a lamp, and carries a flower, 
And carries a hope unsaid ; 

And when the boat hath carried the lamp 
Unquenched, till out of sight, 

The maiden is sure that love will endure, — 
But love will fail with light. 

The river floweth on. 
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V. 

Why, all the stars are ready 
To symbolise the soul, 

The stars untroubled by the wind, 
Unwearied as they roll ; 

And yet the soul by instinct sad 
Reverts to symbols low — 

To that small flame, whose very name 
Breathed o'er it, shakes it so ! 

The river floweth on. 


VI. 

Six boats are on the river, 

Seven maidens on the shore, 

While still above them stedfastly 
The stars shine evermore. 

Go, little boats, go soft and safe, 

And guard the symbol spark! 

The boats aright go safe and bright 
Across the waters dark. 

The river floweth on. 


vn. 

The maiden Luti watcheth 
Where onwardly they float 
That look in her dilating eyes 
Might seem to drive her boat! 

Her eyes still mark the constant fire, 

And kindling unawares 
That hopeful while, she lets a smile 
Creep silent through her prayers. 

The river floweth on. 

VOL. I.— 20 
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vni. 

The smile — where hath it wandered ? 

She riseth from her knee, 

She holds her dark, wet locks away — 
There is no light to see 1 
She cries a quick and bitter cry — 

‘Nuleeni, launch me thine I 
We must have light abroad to>night, 

For all the wreck of mine.’ 

The river floweth on. 


IX. 

do remember watching 
Beside this river-^bed. 

When on my childish knee was laid 
My dying father’s head. 

I turned mine own, to keep the tears 
From falling on his face. 

What doth it prove when Death and Love 
Choose out the self-same placet’ 

The river floweth oil 


X. 

‘They say the dead are joyfhl 
The death-change here receiving. 

Who say — ah, me ! — ^who dare to say 
Where joy comes to the living? 

Thy boat, Nnleenil look not sad — 
light up the waters rather I 
I weep no faithless lover where 
I wept a loving father.’ 

The river ilowetli om 
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XI. 

My heart foretold his Msehood 
Ere my little boat grew dim : 

And though I elosed mine eyes to dream 
Tliat one last dream of Aim, 

They shall not now be wet to see 
The shining vision go. 

From earth^s cold love I look above 
To the holy house of snow.’* 

The river floweth on. 


XU. 

^Oome thou — thou never knewest 
A grie^ that thou shonldst fear one! 

Thou wearest still the happy look 
That shines beneath a dear one. 

Thy hnmming-bird is in the siin,t 
Thy cuckoo in the grove, 

And aU the three broad worlds, for thee 
Are hill of wandering love.’ 

The river floweth (hl. 

xm. 

^ Why, maiden, dost thou loiter? 

W^t secret wouldst thon cover? 

That peepul cannot hide thy boat. 

And 1 can gness thy lover. 

* Tile Hindoo heayen ia looalfsed on the sommit of Mount Man 
•—one of the mountains of Himalaya or Himmaleh, which slgniAsi^ 
1 believe, in Sanscrit, the abode of snow, winter, or ooldnoss. 

t Uimadeva, the Indian god of love, is Imagined to wander 
throngh the three worlds, acooiupanied by the humming-bird 
eoakoo, and gentle breezes. 
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I heard thee sob his name in sleep . . . 

It was a name I knew. 

Oome, little maid, be not afraid, 

But let ns prove him true 1^ 

The river floweth an» 


XIV. 

The little maiden cometh — 

She cometh shy and slow ; 

I ween she seeth through her lids, 

They drop adown so low. 

Her tresses meet her small bare feet — 
She stands and speaketh nought, 

Yet blnsheth red, as if she said 
The name she only thought. 

The river doweth 

XV. 

She knelt beside the water, 

She lighted up the dame, 

And o’er her youthM forehead’s cahu 
The fitftd radiance came : — 

‘Gk>, little boat, go, soft and safe. 

And guard the symbol spark I’ 

Soft, safe, doth float the litke boat 
Acroes the waters dark. 

The river floweth on* 


XVI. 

Glad tears her eyes have blinded, 
The light they cannot reach; 

She tumeth with that sudden smile 
She learnt before her speech — 
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^ I do not hear his yoioe I the tears 
Have dimmed m^ light away ! 

Bat the symbol light will last to-night, 

The love will last for aye.’ 

The river floweth on. 

XVII. 

Then Lnti spake behind her, 

Out-spake she bitterly : 

‘ By the symbol light that lasts to-night, 

WUt vow a vow to me V — 

Noleeni gazeth up her face, 

Soft answer maketh she : 

‘By loves that last when lights are past, 

I vow that vow to thee I’ 

The river floweth on. 

xvni. 

An earthly look had Lnti 
Though her voice was deep as prayer. 

‘ The rice is gathered from the plains 
To cast upon thine hair,* 

But when ?ie comes, lus marriage-band 
Around thy neck to throw. 

Thy bride-smile raise to meet his gaze, 

And whisper, — There is one betrays^ 

While Luti suffers woe.^ 

The river floweth <m. 

XIX. 

‘And when in seasons after. 

Thy little bright-faced son 

* Tba casting of rice upon the bead, and the fixing of the 
or tali about the seek, are parts of the Hindoo inarriaga eek« 
eiunisl. 
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Shall lean against thy knee and ask 
What deeds his sire bath done, 

Press deeper down thy mother-sznile 
His glossy carls among — 

View deep his pretty childish eyes, 

And whisper , — There ie none denies^ 

While Lati epeaks of wrong, ^ 

The river floweth on. 


. XX. 

Nnleeni looked in wonder. 

Yet softly answered she, 

*By loves that last when lights are passed, 

I vowed that vow to thee. 

But why glads it thee that a bright day be 
By a word of looe defiled ? 

That a word of wrong take the cradle-song 
From the ear of a sinless child P — 

* Why?' Luti said, and her laugh was dread, 
And her eyes dilated wild — 

‘That the fSedr new love may her bridegroom prove, 
And the father shame the child.’ 

The river floweth on. 


XXI. 

‘Thon flowest still, O river. 

Thou flowest ’neath the moon! 

Thy lily hath not changed a leaf^* 

Thy charmed lute a tone ! 

He mixed his voice with thine— and hu 
Was all I heard around ; 

* The Ganges is represented as a white woman, with a wmtei 
lly in her right hand, and in her left a IwtA. 
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But now, beside Ms chosen bride, 

I hear the river’s sound.’ 

The river floweth od« 

XXIL 

‘ I gaze upon her beauty 
Through the tresses ^at enwreathe it. 

The light above thy wave, is hers— 

My rest, alone beneath it. 

Oh, give me back the dying look . 

My father gave thy water I * 

Give back! — and let a little love 
O’erwatch his weary daughter!’ 

The river floweth on. 

xxui. 

*Give back!’ she hath departed — 

The word is wandering with her; 

And the stricken maidens hear afar 
The step and cry together. 

Frail symbols? None are frail enow 
For mortal joys to borrow! — 

While bright doth float Nuleeni’s boat, 

She weepeth dark with sorrow. 

The river floweth on. 


0 
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EHYME OF THE DUOHESS MAY. 


To the belfiy, one by one, vent the ringers from 
the snn, 

Toll iiUmly, 

And the oldest ringer said, * Ours is music for tho 
Dead, 

When the rebecks are all done.* 

n. 

Six abeles i* the churchyard grow on the northside 
in a row, 

Toll slowly. 

And the shadows their tops rock across the little 
slopes 

Of the grassy grayes below* 

IIL 

On the south side and the west, a small riyer runs 
in haste, 

ToU slowly. 

And between the riyer flowing and the frdr green 
trees a-growing 

Do the dead lie at their rest. 

nr. 

On the east 1 sate that day, up against a willow 
grey. 

Toll slowly. 
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Through t!he rain of wiliow>branohos, 1 conlcl see 
the low hill ranges, 

And the river on its waj. 


T. 

There I sate beneath the tree, and the bell tolled 
solemnly, 

ToU tlowly. 

While the trees^ and river's voices flowed between 
the solemn noises, — 

Yet death seemed more loud to me. 

VI. 

There, I read this ancient rhyme, while the bell did 
all the time 

Toll tilowJ/y, 

And the solemn kndl fell in with the tale of life 
and sin, 

Like a rhythmic fiste snblime. 


THB BHTMB. 

I. 

Broad the forests stood (I read) on tiie hills of loii- 
teged — 

ToU dowly. 

And three hundred years had stood mute adown 
each hoary wood, 

Like a full heart having prayed* 

II. 

And the little birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang west, 

Toll olowly. 
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And bnt little thought wa8 theirs of the silent 
antique ^ears, 

In &e building of their nest 


ni. 

Down the sun dropt large and red, on the towers of 
Linteged, — 

Toll tlowly. 

Lance and spear upon the height, bristling strange 
in fiery light, 

T^ile the castle stood in shade. 


IV. 

There, the castle stood up black, with the red sun 
at its back, — 

ToU ilowly, 

like a sullen smouldering pyre, with a top that 
dickers fire 

When the wind is on its track. 


V. 

And five hundred archers tall did besiege the castle 
wall, 

Toll ihwly. 

And the castle, seethed in blood, fourteen days and 
nights had stood. 

And to-night was near its falL 

VL 

Tet thereunto, blind to doom, three months since, a 
bride did come, — 

Toll olawly. 

One who proudly trod the fioors, and softly whis 
pered in the doors, 

^ May good angels bless our home.* 
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Tli 

Oh, a bride of qneenlj eyes, with a front of constan- 
cies! 

Toll slowly. 

Oh, a bride of cordial mouth, — where the nntired 
smile of youth 

Bid light outward its own sighs, 
vm. 

Twas a Duke's fair orphan-girl, and her uncle's 
ward, the Earl ; 

Toll slowly. 

Who betrothed her twelve years old, for the sake 
of dowry gold, 

To his son Lord Leigh, the churL 

IX. 

But what time she had made good all her years ol 
womanhood. 

Toll slowly. 

Unto both those lords of Leigh, spake she out right 
sovranly, 

will runneth as my blood. 

X. 

‘And while this same blood makes red this same 
right hand's veins,' riie said, — 

ToU slowly, 

'Tis my will as lady free, not to wed a lord of Leigh, 

But Sir Guy of linteged.' 

XI. 

The old Earl he smildd smooth, then he sighed for 
wilful youth, — 

ToU slowly. 
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Good mj niece, that hand withal looketh somewhal 
soft and small 

For so large a will, in sooth.’ 

XII. 

he, too, smiled by that same sign, — ^but her smile 
was cold and fine, — 

Toll slowly. 

Little hand clasps mnckle gold, or it were not 
worth the hold 

Of thy son, good uncle mine I’ 

XIII. 

Ihen the young lord jerked his breath, and aware 
thickly in his teeth. 

Toll slowly, 

' He would wed his own betrothed, an she loved him 
an she loathed. 

Let the life come or the death.* 


xrv. 

(Jp she rose with scornful eyes, as her father’s child 
might rise, — 

Toll slowly. 

Thy hound’s blood, my lord of Leigh, stains thy 
knightly heel,* quo^ she. 

And he moans not where he lies. 


XV. 

But a woman’s will dies hard, in the hall or on the 
sward I’ — 

Toll slowly. 

By that grave, my lords, which made me orphaned 
girl and dowered lady, 

I deny you wife and ward.’ 
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XVI. 

Unto each she bowed her head, and swept past with 
lofty tread. 

Toll slowly. 

Ere the midnight-bell had ceased, in the chapel had 
the priest 

Blessed her, bride of Linteged. 

xvii. 

Fast and fain the bridal train along the night-storm 
rode amain. 

Toll slowly. 

Hard the steeds of lord and serf struck their hoofs 
out on the turf. 

In the pauses of the rain. 

XVIII. 

Fast and fain the kinsmen’s train along the storm 
pursued amain — 

Toll slowly, 

Bteed on steed-track, dashing off— thickening, doub- 
ling, hoof on hoof^ 

In the pauses of the rain. 

XIX. 

A.nd the bridegroom led the flight on his red-roan 
steed of might. 

Toll slowly. 

And the bride lay on his arm, still, as if she feared 
no harm, 

Smiling out into the night 

XX. 

Dost thou fear?’ he said at last — ^Hay,’ she an 
swered him in haste, — 

Toll slowly. 
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‘ Not such death as we could find— only life with 
one behind — 

Ride on fast as fear — ride fast V 

XXL 

Up the mountain wheeled the steed — girth to 
ground, and fetlocks spread, — 

Toll slowly. 

Headlong bounds, and rocking flanks, — down he 
staggered, down the banks. 

To the towers of Linteged. 

XXII. 

High and low the serfs looked out, red the flam- 
beaus tossed about, — 

Toll slowly. 

In the courtyard rose the cry — ‘ live the Duchess 
and Sir Guy I* 

Rut she never heard them shout 


XXIII. 

On the steed she dropt her cheek, kissed his mane 
and kissed his neck, — 

Toll slowly. 

‘ I had happier died by thee, than lived on a Lady 
Leigh,’ 

Were the flrst words she did speak. 


XXIV. 

But a three months’ joyaunce lay ’twixt that mo* 
ment and to-day. 

Toll slowly. 

When five hundred archers taU stand beside the 
castle wall, 

To recapture Duchess May. 
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XXV. 

And the castle standeth black, with the red sun at 
its back, — 

Toll slowly^ 

And a fortnight’s siege is done — and, except the 
duchess, none 

Gan niisdonbt the coming wrack. 

XXVI. 

Then the captain, young Lord Leigli, with his eyes 
so grey of blee, 

Toll Blowly, 

And thin lips that scarcely sheath the cold white 
gnashing of his teeth, 

Gnashed in smiling, absently, 

XXVII. 

Cried aloud, ^ So goes the day, bridegi*oom fair of 
Duchess May !’ — 

Toll slowly. 

‘Look thy last upon that sun ! if thou seest to-mor- 
row’s one, 

’Twill be through a foot of clay. 

XXV 111. 

‘ Ha, fair bride ! dost hear no sound, save tliat moan 
ing of the hound ?’ — 

^oll slowly. 

Thou and I have parted troth, — ^yet I keep mj 
vengeance-oath, 

And the other may come round. 

XXIX. 

Ha t thy will is brave to dare, and thy new love 
past compare,’ — 

Toll slowly. 
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* Tet thine old love's faulchion brave is as strong i 
thing to have, 

As the will of lady fair. 


XXX. 

‘ Pack on blindly, netted dove ! — If a wife’s name 
thee behove,’ 

Toll slowly. 

^Thonshalt wear the same to-morrow, ere the grave 
Las hid the sorrow 

Of thy last ill-mated love. 

XXXI. 

o’er his fixed and silent month, thon and I will 
call back trpth.’ 

Toll slowly. 

He shall altar be and priest, — and he will not cry 
at least 

‘ I forbid yon — I am loth I’ 


xxxn. 

I will wring thy fingers pale in the ganntlet of my 
mail.’ 

Toll slowly. 

* little hand and mnckle gold’ close shall lie within 
my hold, 

As the sword did, to prevail.’ 
xxxm. 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang ^est. 

Toll slowly. 

Oh, and langhed the Dnchess Hay, and her sonl did 
pnt away 

All his boasting for a jest. 
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XXXIV. 

Cn her chamber did she sit, laughing low to think 
of it, — 

Toll slowly. 

‘Tower is strong and will is free — thou canst boast, 
my lord of Leigh, 

But thon boastest little wit.’ 

XXXV. 

In her tire-glass gaz^d she, and she blushed right 
womanly. 

ToU slowly. 

She blushed half from her disdain — half, her beauty 
was so plain, 

— Oath for oath, my lord of Leigh !’ 

XXXVI. 

straight she called her maidens in — ‘Since ye gave 
me blame herein.’ 

Toll slowly. 

‘That a bridal such as mine should lack gauds to 
make it fine. 

Come and shrive me from that sin. 

XXXVII. 

‘It is three months gone to-day, since I gave mine 
hand away.’ 

Toll slowly. 

Bring the gold and bring the gem, we will keep 
bride-state in them, 

While we keep the foe at bay, 

xxxvm. 

On your arms I loose mine hair !— comb it smooth 
and crown it fair.’ 

Toll sl<ncly. 

VOL. I.— 21 
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‘I would look in purple pall from the lattice down 
the wall, 

And throw scorn to one that’s there I’ 

XXXIX. 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little b:* dr 
sang west 

Toll slowly. 

On the tower tlie castle’s lord leant in silence on 
his sword, 

With an anguish in his breast. 

XL. 

With a spirit-laden weight, did he lean down p&t«- 
sionate. 

Toll slowly. 

They have almost sapped the wall, — they will enter 
therewithal, 

With no knocking at the gate. 

XLI. 

Then the sword he leant upon, shivered, snapped 
upon the stone, — 

Toll slowly, 

* Sword,’ he thought, with inward laugh, ‘ill thou 
servest for a staff 

When thy nobler use is done ! 

XLn. 

Sword, thy nobler use is done 1 — tower is lost, and 
shame begun I’ — 

Toll slowly. 

If we met them in the .breach, hilt to hilt or sl'<^ch 
to speech. 

We should die there, each for one. 
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XLni. 

If we met them at the wall, we should sin^y 
vainly fall,’— 

Toll dowly. 

'But if / die here alone, — then I die, who am but 
one, 

And die nobly for them all. 
xuv. 

‘Five tme friends lie for my sake, in the moat and 
in the brake,’ — 

Toll slowly, 

* Thirteen warriors lie at rest, with a black wound 

in the breast, 

And not one of these will wake., 

XLV. 

' So no more of this shall be ! — ^heart-blood weighs 
too heavily,’ — 

Toll slowly, 

* And I conld not sleep in grave, with the faithful 

and the brave 

Heaped around and over me. 

XLVI. 

* Since young Clare a mother hath, and young 

Balph a plighted faith,’ — 4 

Toll slowly, 

^ Since my pale young sister’s cheeks blui^ like rose 
when Ronald speaks. 

Albeit never a word she saitli — 

ZLvn. 

These shall never die for me— life-blood falls too 
heavily:’ 

Toll slowly. 
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* And if / die here apart, — o'er mj dead and sil^m 

heart 

They shall pass out safe and free. 

XLVIIL 

^When the foe hath heard it said — * Death holds 
Guy of Linteged,’ ’ 

Toll slowly, 

*That new corse new peace shall bring, and a 
blessM blessdd thing 

Shall the stone be at its head. 

zux. 

* Then my Mends shall pass out free, and shall bear 

my memory’ — 

Toll slowly, 

*Then my foes shall sleek their pride, soothing fair 
my widowed bride 

Whose sole sin was love of m», 

L. 

W’ith their words all smooth and sweet, they wHL 
front her and entreat,’ 

Toll slowly. 

And their purple pall will spread underneath hei 
fainting head 

While her tears drop over it. 

ti. 

She will weep her woman’s tears, she will pray 
her woman’s prayers,’ — 

Toll slowly. 
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But her heart is young in pain, and her hopes will 
spring again 

By the snntime of her years. 

LII. 

Ah, sweet May! ah, sweetest grief I — once I vowec 
thee my belief,’ 

Toll slowly. 

That thy name expressed thy sweetness, — ^May ol 
poets, in completeness I 

Now my May-day seemeth brief.’ 

un. 

All these silent thoughts did swim o’er his eyes 
grown strange and dim, — 

Toll slowly. 

Till his true men in the place, wished they stood 
there face to face 

With the foe instead of him. 

LIT. 

One last oath, my friends that wear faithfid hearts 
to do and dare !’ — 

Toll slowly. 

Tower must fall, and bride be lost!— *swear me 
service worth the cost!’ 

— ^Bold they stood around to swear. 

LV. 

Each man clasp my hand and swear, by the deed 
we failed in there,’ 

Toll slowly. 

Not for vengeance, not for right, will ye strike one 
blow to-night I’ 

— ^Pale they stood around to swear. 
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LVI. 

One last boon, yonng Ralph and Glare I fidthfo. 
hearts to do and dare !’ — 

Toll slowly. 

Bring that steed np from his stall, which she kissed 
before yon all 1 

Guide him up the turret^tair. 

Lvn. 

* Ye shall harness him aright, and lead upward to 

this height’ 

Toll slowly. 

* Once in love and twice in war, hath he borne me 

strong and far. 

He shall bear me far to-night’ 

Lvm. 

Then his men looked to and fro, when they heard 
him speaking so. 

Toll slowly. 

— 'Tjast the noble heart,’ they thought, — ‘he in 
sooth is grief distraught 

Would we stood here with the foe I’ 

LIE. 

But a fire fiashed from his eye, ’twixt their thonglit 
and their reply, — 

Toll slowly. 

Have ye so much time to waste ? We who ride 
here, must ride fast, 

As we wish our foes to fly.’ 
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LX. 

They have fetched the steed with care, in tt e harness 
he did wear, 

Toll ilowly. 

Past the court, and through the doors, across the 
rashes of the floors, 

Bat they goad him ap the stair. 

T.T1, 

Then firom oat her bower chambdre, did the Dndhess 
May repair. 

ToU slowly, 

* Tell me now what is yoor need,* said the lady, ^ of 
this steed, 

That ye goad him ap the stair.* 

LXIL 

Oahn she stood; onbodkined throogh, fell her dark 
hair to her shoe, — 

Toll slowly. 

And the smile npon her face,'^ere she left the tiring- 
glass. 

Had not time enoagh to go. 

rTTTT, 

Get thee back, sweet Dachess May I hope is gone 
like yesterday,* — 

Toll slowly. 

One half hoar completes the breach ; and thy lord 
grows wild of speech 1 

Get thee in, sweet lady, and pray. 
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LXIV. 

In the east tower, highest of all, loud he cries for 
steed from stall.’ 

Toll slowly. 

He would ride as far,’ quoth he, ‘ as for love and 
victory, 

Though he rides the castLe-walL’ 


LXV. 

*And we fetched the steed firom stall, up where never 
a hoof did fall.’ — 

Toll slowly, 

* Wifely prayer meets deathly need 1 may the sweet 
Heavens hear thee plead 

If he rides the castle-walL’ 

LXVI. 

Low ^e dropt her head, and lower, till her hair 
coiled on the floor, — 

ToU slowly. 

And tear after tear yon heard AeJI distinct as any 
word 

Which yon might be listening for. 

LXVII. 

Get thee in, thou soft ladyeI-*<-here, is never aplact 
for thee I’ — 

Toll slowly. 

Braid thine hidr and clasp thy gown, that thy heautj 
in its moan 

May And grace with Leigh of Leigh.’ 
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LXVllL 

She stood up in Intter case, with a pale jet steady 
face, 

ToU slowly, 

lake a statoe thnnderstrud^ which, though quiver 
ing, seems to look 

Bight against the thunder place. 

T.Trr. 

Andher foot trod in, with pride, her own tears 1* the 
Sterne beride. — 

Toll slowly, 

* Qo to, faithful friends, go to !— Judge no more what 
la^es do, — 

Ko, nor how their lords may ride 

LXX. 

Then the good steed^s rein she took, and his neck 
did kiss and stroke : 

Toll slowly. 

Soft he neighed to answer her, and then followed up 
the stair. 

For the love of her sweet look. 

LXXI. 

Oh, and steeply, steeply wound up the narrow stair 
around I 

Toll slowly. 

Oh, and closely, closely speeding, step by step beside . 
her treading, 

Did he follow, meek as hound. 
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Lxzn. 

On the east tower, highest of all, — ^there where neTet 
a hoof did fall, — 

Toll slowly. 

Oat they swept a vision steady,— noble steed and 
lovely lady, 

Calm as if in bower or stall. 

Lxxm. 

Down she knelt at her lord^s knee, and she looked 
up silently, — 

Toll slowly. 

And he kissed her twice and thrice, for that look 
within her eyes 

Which he could not bear to see. 


LXXIV. 

Quoth he, * Gkt thee from this strife, — ^and the sweet 
saints bless thy life 1’ — 

Toll slowly, 

’ In this hour, I stand in need of my noble red-roan 
steed, 

But no more of my noble wife.* 


LXXV. 

Quoth she, * Meekly have 1 done all thy biddings 
under sun ;* 

Toll slowly. 

But by all my womanhood, which is proved bo, true 
and good, 

I will never do this one. 
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LXXYI. 

^ow by womanhood’s degree, and by wifehood’s 
verity,’ 

Toll slowly. 

In this honrif thon hast need of thy noble red-roan 
steed, 

^on hast also need of ma. 

Lxxvn. 

By this golden ring ye see on this lifted hand pardiV 

Toll slowly, 

H this hour, on oastle-wall, can be room for steed 
from stall, 

Shall be also room for me, 

LXZVIIL 

^So the sweet saints with me be,’ (did she ntter 
solemnly) 

Toll slowly, 

a man, this eventide, on this castle wall will ride, 

He shall ride the same with me, 

LXXTX. 

Oh, he sprang up in the selle, and he langhed out 
bitter-w^ 

Toll slowly, 

Wonldst thon ride among the leaves, as we used on 
other eves. 

To hear diime a vesper-bell I’ 

LZZZ. 

Sue clang closer to his knee— * Ay, beneath the 
cypress-tree I’ — 

ToU slowly. 


Digitized by Google 



S82 BUTlfX OF TBX DOOHB8B MAT. 

«|fbck me not, for otherwhere than along the green 
wood fair, 

Heve I ridden ihat with theeu 


Fast I rode wUh new-made towb^ from mj angi^ 
kinaman^a honae.’ 

TMMlomly. 

What) and would you men should reok that 1 dared 
more for love^a aake 

Aa a bride than aa a qKniaet 

* What) and would you it should fril) aa a proverb, 

b^ore all,’ 

Toll ilowly. 

* That a bride may keep jonr aide while thiougb 

caatle-gate yon ride, 

Yet eaohew the caatle-wallf 

LXXXlil. 

Ho! the breadi yawna into rain, and xoara iqi 
againat her aning. 

Toll olowly. 

With the inarticulate din, and the dreadfbl frUingin-— 
Shrieks of doing and undoing! 


Lxxnv. 

Twice he wrung her hands in twain, but the small 
hands closed again. 

ToU olouly, 

Back he reined the steed— back, back! but riia 
trailed along his track 

With a frantic dasp and strain. 
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ULXX V. 

Evennore the foeman pour through the crash of 
window and door, — 

Toll tiUmbly^ 

And the shouts of Leigh and Leigh, and the shrieks 
of‘kiUI’ and ‘fleer 

Strike up dear amid the roar. 

uczxvi. 

Thrice he wrong her hands in twain,-*but they 
dosed and dong again, — 

Toll slowly. 

Wild she dong, as one, withstood, claipe a Christ 
upon the rood, 

In a spasm of deathly pain. 

• TJCTXVU. 

She dong wild and she dong mute, with her diud- 
dering lips half shut. 

Toll slowly. 

Her head fallen as half in swoond, — hair and knee 
swept on the ground, 

She dong wild to stirrop and foot 

LXXZYllL 

Hade he reined his steed hack-thrown on the slip 
pery coping-stone. 

Toll slowly. 

Back the iron hoo& did grind on the hattlenient 
behind 

Whence a hundred feet went down. 
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IZZZIX. 

And Ms heel did press and goad on the quivering 
flank bestrode, — 

Toll slowly. 

*EriendS| and brothers, save my wife !— Pardoxi| 
sweet, in change for life, — 

Bat I ride alone to Qod.’ 

xo. 

Btrai^t as if the Holy name had npbreathed her 
like aflame, 

ToU slowly. 

She apsprang, she rose npright,— in his selle she 
sate in sight, 

By her love she overcame. 


xoi. 

And her head was on his breast, where die smiled 
as one at rest, — 

ToU slowly. 

*Bing,’ die cried, *0 vesper-bell, in the beech- 
wood^s old chapellel 

But the passing-bell rings best’ 

xon. 

They have canght ont at the rein, wMbh Sir Qny 
threw loose — ^in vain, — 

Toll slowly. 

For the horse in stark despair, with his front hoofli 
poised in air, 

On the last verge rears amain. 
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xom. 

Kow be bangs, be rocks between, and bis nostrils 
curdle in! — 

Toll slowly, 

Kow be sbivers bead and boof— and tbe flakes of 
foam fall of^ 

And bis ffu:e grows fleroe and tbini 


xonr. 

And a look of human woe from bis staring e jes did 
Toll slowly. 

And a sharp cry uttered be, in a foretold agony 
Of tbe headlong death below,-— 


xov. 

And, ‘Ring, ring, thou passing-bell,’ still she cried, 
‘i’ tbe old cbapelle !’— 

Toll slowly. 

Then back-toppling, crashing back — a dead weij^t 
flung out to wrack. 

Horse and riders overfelL 


1 . 

Ob, tbe little birds sang east, and the ittle birds 
sang west, 

Toll slowly 

And I read this ancient Rhyme, in tbe churchyard, 
while the chime 

Slowly tolled for one at rest 
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n. 

The abeles moved in the sun, and the river smooth 
did run, 

Toll ilowly. 

And the ancient Bhyme rang strange, with its pa> 
sion and its change, 

Here, where all done lay undone. 

in. 

And beneath a willow-tree, I a little grave did see. 

Toll slowly, 

IHiere was graved, — H ebb undefilsd, lieth hLum, 

A THBBB-YBAB OHILU, 

EieHTEBN HTINDBBD, VOBTT-THBBX. 

rv. 

Then, 0 spirits, did I sa^, je who rode so fast that 
day,— 

Toll slowly. 

Did star-wheels and angel wings, with their holy 
winnowings. 

Keep beside yon all the way! . 

V. 

Though in passion ye would dash, with a blind and 
heavy crash. 

Toll slowly. 

Up against the thick-bossed shield of Gk)d's judg 
mcnt in the field, — 

Though your heart and brain were rash,- 

VI. 

ITow, your will is all unwilled — ^now, your pulses 
are all stilled! 

Toll slowly. 


Digitized by Google 



KHTMS OF THS DT7CHS89 MAT. S3T 


Kow; ye lie as meek and mild (whereso laid) as 
Hand the ckild, 

Whoae small graTe was lately filled, 
vn. 

Beatiiig heart and burning brow, ye aroTery patient 
now, 

Toll dowly. 

And the children might be bold to pluck the king* 
cups from your mould 

Ere a month had let them grow. 

vnL 

And yon let the goldfinch sing in the alder near in 
spring, 

Toll tloiwly. 

Let her build her nest and sit ifil the three weeks 
out on it, 

Murmuring not at anything. 

IX. 

In your patience ye are strong; cold and heat ye 
take not wrong: 

Toll zlofoly. 

When the trumpet of the angel blows eternity's 
evangel. 

Time will seem to you not long. 

X. 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang west, 

Toll slowly. 

And I said in underbreath, — All our life is mixed 
with death, 

And who knoweth which is best! 

TOL. I.— 22 
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XI. 

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little birds 
sang west, 

Toll slowly. 

And I smiled to think God's greatness flowed aronnd 
our incompleteness, — 

Bound our restlessness. His rest. 


THE ROMAHOE OF THE SWAN’S NEST. 

Bo the dreoDiB deput. 

Bo the fading phantoms flae^ 

And the sharp reality 
Now most act its part 

WavrwooD'a BMdMftrom a Rosarjf, 

L 

Little EUie sits alone 
*Mid the beeches of a meadow. 

By a stream-side on the grass, 

And the trees are showering down 
Doubles of their leaves in shadow. 

On her shining hair and f&ce, 

n. 

She has thrown her bonnet by. 

And her feet she has been dipping 
In the shallow water's flow. 

Now she holds them nakedly 
In her hands, all sleek and dripping, 

While slie rocketh to and fh). 
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111 . 

Little £Uie sits alone, 

And the smile she softly uses, 
illls the silence like a speech, 

While she thinks what shall ie done,— 
And the sweetest pleasure chooses 
For her future within reach. 


IT. 

Little EUie in her smile 
Chooses ... ‘I will have a lover, 
Riding on a steed of steeds 1 
He shall love me without guile, 

And to him I will discover 
The swan’s nest among the reedSi 

V 

*And the steed shall be red-roan, 
And the lover shall be noble, 

With an eye that takes the breath. 
And the lute he plays upon. 

Shall strike ladies into trouble. 

As his s^ord strikes men to death. 

VI. 

<And the steed it shall be shod 
All in silver, housed in azure, 

And the mane shall swim the wind; 
And the hoofs along the sod 
Shall flash onward and keep measure, 
Till the shepherds look behind. 
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vn. 

* Bat my lover will not prize 
All the glory that he rides in, 

When he gazes in my face. 

He will say, ‘O Love, thine eyes 
Build the shrine my soul abides in, 
And 1 kneel here for thy grace.* 

vm. 

' Then, ay, then— he shall kneel low. 
With the red-roan steed onear him 
Which shall seem to understand — 
Till I answer, ^Bise and gol 
For the world must love and fear him 
Whom I gift with heart and hand.’ 

IX. 

*Then he will arise so pale, 

I shall feel my own lips tremble 
With Ayesl must not say, 

Kathless maiden-brave, ‘Farewell,’ 

1 will utter, and dissemble — 

‘light to-morrow with to-day.’ 

X. 

‘Then he’ll ride among the hills 
To the wide world past the river. 
There to put away all wrong; 

To make straight distorted wills. 
And to empty the broad quiver 
Which the wicked bear along. 
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XI. 

^ Three times shall a yoimg foot-page 
Swim the stream and dimb the monntain 
And kneel down beside my feet — 

‘Lo, my master sends this gage, 

Lady, for thy pity’s connting! 

*Vl^t wilt thon exchange for it?’ 

XII. 

* And the first time, I will send 
A white rosebud for a guerdon, — 

And the second time, a glove; 

Bat the third time — I may bend 
From my pride, and answer — ^Pardon, 

If he comes to take my love.’ 

xra. 

^Then the young foot-page will run-* 
Then my lover will ride faster, 

Till he kneeleth at my knee: 

‘1 am a duke’s eldest soul 
Thousand ser& do call me master,— 

But> O Love, I love but theeP 


xrv. 

^He will kiss me on the mouth 
Then, and lead me as a lover 
Through the crowds that praise his deeds: 
And, when soul-tied by one troth 
Unto him I will discover 
That swan’s nest among the reeds.’ 
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XV. 

LUde EUie, with her amile 
Not yet ended, rose up giulj. 

Tied the bo^et, donned the Bboe» 

And went homeward, ronnd a 
Just to see, as she did d^ul 7 , 

What more eggs were with the twow 

xn. 

Pushing through the elm-tree copse, 
Winding up the stream, light-hearted, 
Where the osier pathwej leads— 

Past the boughs she stoops— «nd stopn 
Lo, the wild swan had deserted — 

And a rat had gnawed the reeds 

XVII. 

EUie went home aad and dow. 

If she found the lover ever, 

With his red-roan steed of steeds, 
Sooth 1 know not 1 butlknoiv 
She could never show himr*never 
That swan's nest among the medst 
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BERttCA m THE LANK 


I. 

Put the broidery-frame away, 

For my sewing is all done. 

The last thread is used to-day, 

And I need not join it'on. 

Though the clock stands at the noon, 
I am weBry. 1 have sewn, 

Sweet, for thee, a wedding-gown. 


II. 

Sister, help me to the bed. 

And stand hear m^, Dearest-Street. 

Do not shrink nor be afraid. 

Blushing with a sudden heatl 
No one standeth in the street?-— 

By God’s love I go to meet. 

Love 1 thee with love complete. 

III. 

Lean thy face down I drop it in 
These two hands, that 1 may hold 

^Twixt their palms thy cheek and ohin, 
Stroking back the curls of gold. 

’Tis a Mr, fair face, in sooth — 
Larger eyes and redder mouth 
Than mine were in my first youth. 
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IV. 

Thou art younger by seven years^ 

Ah ! — BO bashfol at my gaze, 

That the lashes, hung with tears, 

Grow too heavy to upraise 9 
I would wound thee by no touch 
Which thy Slyness feels as such. 

Dost thou mind me. Dear, so much 

V. 

Have I not been nigh a mother 
To thy sweetness — ^tell me. Dear? 

Have we not loved one another 
Tenderly, from year to year. 

Since our dying mother mild 
Said with accents undefiled, 

*’ Child, be mother to this oMdl’ 

VI. 

Mother, mother, up in heaven, 

Stand up on the Jasper sea, 

And be witness 1 have given 
All the gifts required of me, — 

Hope that blessed me, bliss that crowned. 
Love, that left me wi^ a wound, 
life itself that tnmeth round I 

vn. 

Mother, mother, thou art kind. 

Thou art standing in the room, 

In a molten glory shrined. 

That rays off into the gloom I 
But thy smile is bright and bleak 
like cold waves — cannot speak— 

I sob in it, and grow weak. 


Digitized by LjOOqIc 



BSBTHA IH THE LANE. 




VIIL 

Gliostl 7 mother, keep aloof 
One hour longer from my soul — 

For I still am thinking of 
Earth^s warm-beating joy and dolel 
On my finger is a ring 
Which I still see glittering, 

When the night hides everything. 

IX. 

little sister, thou art pale I 
Ah, 1 have a wandering brain — 

But I lose that fever-bale. 

And my thoughts grow calm again. 
Lean down closer — closer still I 
I have words thine ear to fill, — 

And would kiss thee at my wiU. 

X. 

Dear, I heard thee in the spring, 

' Thee and Bobert — through the trees,— 
When we all went gathering 
Boughs of May-bloom for the bees. 

Do not start so! think instead 
How the sunshine overhead 
Seemed to trickle through the shade, 

XI. 

What a day it was, that day I 
Hills and vales did openly 
Beem to heave and throb away 
At the sight of the great sky. 

And the Silence as it stood 
In the Glory’s golden flood, 

Audibly did bud — and bud. 
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Zll. 

Through the winding hedgerows green, 
How we wandered, I and yon, — 
With the bowery tops shut in, 

And the gates that showed the view 
How we talked there ! thrushes soft 
Sang our praises out — or oft 
Bleatings took them from the croft 

XIII. 

Till the pleasure grown too strong 
Left me muter evermore, 

And, the winding road being long, 

I walked out of sight, before, 

And so, wrapt in musings fond, 
Issued (past the wayside pond) 

On the meadow-lands beyond. 

XIV. 

1 sate down beneath the beech 
Which leans over to the lane. 

And the far sound of your speech 
Did not promise any pain; 

And 1 blessed you full and free, 

With a smile stooped tenderly 
O^er the May-dowers on my kneeu 

XV. 

But the sound grew into word 
As the speakers drew more near- 
Sweet, forgive me that I heard 
What you wished me not to hear. 

Do not weep so— do not shake — 

Oh, — heard thee, Bertha, make 
Good true answers for my sake. 
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XVI. 

Yes, and he too ! let him stand 
In thj thoughts, nntonched by blame. 

Oonld he help it, if my hand 
He had claimed with hasty claim t 
That was wrong perhaps — ^but then 
Such things be — ^and will, again. 
Women cannot judge for men. 

xvn. 

Had he seen thee, when he swore 
He would love but me alone f 

Thou wert absent— sent before 
To our kin in Sidmouth tbwn. 

When he saw thee who art best 
Past compare, and loveliest, 

He but judged thee as the rest 

XVIII. 

Could we blame him with grave Wardsy 
Thou and I, Dear, if we might f 

Thy brown eyes have looks like birds, 
Flying straightway to the light: 

Mine are older. — ^Hush I — ^look ont~ 
Up the street! Is none withoitf 
How the poplar swings about ! 

And that hour — beneath the beech, 
When I listened in a dream, 

And he said in his deep speech. 

That he owed me all esteem ^ — 

Each word swam in on my bndn 
With a dim, dilating pain. 

Tin it burst with that last strain. 
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XX. 

I fell flooded with a Dark, 

In the silence of a swoon. 

When 1 rose, still cold and stark, 

There was night, — I saw the moon. 
And the stars, each in its place, 

And the May-blooms on the grass, 
Seemed to wonder what 1 was. 

XXL 

And I walked as if apart 
From myselfi when I could stand - 

And I pitied my own heart, 

As if I held it in my hand. 
Somewhat coldly, — ^with a sense 
Of fulfilled benevolence. 

And a ‘Poor thing* negligence. 

ZXIL 

And I answered coldly too, — 

When yon met me at the door; 

And I only hea/rd the dew 
Dripping from thee to the floor. 
And the flowers I bade you see. 
Were too withered for the bee, 

As my life, henceforth, for me. 

XXIIL 

Do not weep so — Dear — ^heart-waml 
All was best as it befell. 

If I say he did me harm, 

I speak wild,-— I am not well. 

All his words were kind and good— 
He esteemed me ! Only, blood 
Buns so faint in womanhood. 
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XXIV. 

Then I always was too grave, — 
Liked the saddest ballad song, — 
With that look, besides, we have 
In onr faces, who die young. 

I had died, Dear, all the same; 
Life's long, joyous, jostling game 
Is too loud for my meek shame. 

XXV. 

We are so unlike each other. 

Thou and I, that none could guess 
We were children of pne mother, 
But for mutual tenderness. 

Thou art rose-lined from the cold, 
And meant, verily, to hold 
Life’s pure pleasures manifold. 


XXVI. 

I am pale as crocus grows 
Olose beside a rose-tree’s root; 

Whosoe’er would reach the rose, 
Treads the crocus underfoot. 

/, like May-bloom on thom-tree^ 
Thou, like merry summer-beet 
Fit, that I be plucked for thee. 

xxvn. 

Tet who plucks me ?— no one mourns, 
I have lived my season out, 

And now die of my own thorns 
Which I could not live without. 
Sweet, be merry I How the light 
Comes and goes I If it be night. 
Keep the candles in my sight. 
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XXVIII. 

Are there footsteps at the doort 
Look out qnickly. Yea, or nay f 
Some one might be waiting for 
Some last word that I might say. 
Nay ? So best I — so angels would 
Stand off clear from deathly road, 
Not to cross the sight of God. 

XXIX 

Oolder grow my hands and feet 
When I wear the shroud I made, 
Let the folds lie straight and neat, 
And the rosemary be spread, 

That if any friend should come, 

(To see thee^ sweet I) all the tom 
May be lifted out of gloom. 

TXT, 

And, dear Bertha, let me keep 
On my hand this little ring. 

Which, at nights, when others sleepy 
I can still see glittering. 

Lot me wear it out of sight. 

In the grave, — ^where it will light 
All the Dark up, day and night 

XXXI. 

On that grave, drop not a tear I 
Else, though fathom-deep the plse^ 
Through the woollen shroud I wear 
I shall feel it on my face. 

Rather smile there, blessed one, 
Thinking of me in the sun. 

Or forget me— smiling on t 
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xzxn. 

Art thoa near me t nearer? bo 1 
Eoss me close upon the eyes, 

That the earthly light may go 
Sweetly, as it used to rise, 

When I watched the morning-grey 
Strike, betwixt the hills, the way 
He was sure to come that day. 

XXXIII. 

So, — ^no more vain words he said ! — 
The hosannas nearer roll. 

Mother, smile now on thy Dead, 

I am death-strong in my souL 
Mystic Dove alit on cross, 

Guide the poor bird of the snows 
Through the snow-wind above loss 

XXXIV. • 

Jesus, Victim, comprehending 
Lovers divine self-abnegation. 

Cleanse my love in its self-spending, 
And absorb the poor libation I 
WTind my thread of life up higher, 
Up, through angels’ hands of fireW' 
1 aspire while 1 expire. 
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